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Powers of Darkneſs. | 


In a DiaLoGvE. 
Diſcovering the Corruption aud Vanity of | 


a 


Youth ; the horrible Nature of Sin, ard | 3 


deplorable Condition of Fallen Man. Alſo 
a Definition, Power, and Rule of Conſcience 
and the Nature of true Converſion. 


To which it added, 


An Appendix, containing a Dialogue between | 
an old Apeſtate and a young Profefur. Worthy 
the Perutal of all, but chiefly — 2 for the | 
Inſtruction of the Younger Sort. 


The Twentieth 2 


By B. KE Ae 
The U roans of the Proteſtant Church. 


A. oo... 


Pfal. 119. v. 9. Wherezcithal all a Young Man 


| cleanſe bis Way ? By taking heed thereto ccd. 
ing to thy Mord * 


Licenſed and Enfred at toꝛding to Dover. 


LONDON: Printed for John Clarke at the | 
So Goldon Ball in Duck: Lane. 1737: 
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„Author of” Sion in Diſtreſs, o, | 
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Saints ſhall have it perfect in the World to come. 


To the Reader, in Vindication of this Book. 


O NE or two Lines to thee, T'll here commend, 
This honeſt POEM briefly to defend 

From Calumny, becauſe that at this Day 

All Poetry there's many do gainſay, 

And very much condemn ; as if the fame 

Did worthily deſerve Reproach and Blame. 

If any Bock in Verſe they chance Yeſpy, 

Awzy prophane! they preſently do cry. 

But tho' this kind of Writing ſome diſpraiſe, 


Since Men ſo captious are in theſe our Days; 


Yet I dare fay, howe'er this Scrup!e roſe, 
Verſe has expreſt as Sacred Things as Proſe : | 


"Tho' ſome there be that Poetry abuſe, 


Muſt we not therefore the ſame Method uſe ? 
Yea, ſure; for in my Conſcience it is beſt, 
And doth deſerve more Honour than the reſt ; 


L For, *tis no human Knowledge gain'd by Art, 


But rather, ppir'd into the Heart 
By Means Diviae, for true Divinity 
Hath with this Science great Affinity. 


TDho' ſome thro? Ignorance do it oppoſe, 


Many do it eſteem far more than Proſe ; 

And find alſo that unto them it brings 
Content, and hath been ihe Delight of Kings. 
David, altho'a King, yet was a Poet, 

And Solemon alſo, the Scriptures ſhow it. 

"Thea what if for all this fome ſhould abaſe it? 
Tam apt to think the Angels do embrace it. 
Tho God doth give't here but in part to ſome, 
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By « Friend, in Praiſe of theſe POE MS. 


MY Muſe is dull; altho' I have a Will 
This Book for to commend, I want the Skill. 
I know not how its Worth for to declare, | 
Few Poems doubtleſs may with it compare. 
The fluggiſh Soul it ſtrives for to awake 
Before it drops into the fiery Lake, 
There's very few upon the Earth do live, 
But might from hence ſome Benefit receive. 
For tho? it is brought forth in this our Clime, 
Yet 'twill agree with every Place and Time. 
Its Meſlage is of ſuch a large Extent, 
It may in Truth to all the World be ſent: = 
To Male and Female, high and low Degree, 
He ſpeaks a Word, to Bond as well as Free, 
All in whom Conſcience dwells, he lets them ſes 
Conſcience's great Power and Authority. * 
When Heaven's hot Thunderbolt with Fire and Hail. 
Made Egypi's Mighty Monarch's Courage fail, 
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To the Reader, in Vindication of this Book. 


O NE cr two Lines to thee, I'll here commend, 1 
This honeſt PO E M briefly to defend g 
From Calumny, becauſe that at this Day 
All Poetry there's many do gainſay, 
And very much condemn; as if the ſame 
Did worthily deſerve Reproach and Blame. 
If any Book in Verſe they chance t'eſpy, 
Away prophane! they preſently do cry. 
Bui tho? this kind of Writing ſome diſpraiſe, 
Since Men ſo captious are in theſe our Days; 
Yet I dare fay, howe'er this Scruy.i2 roſe, 
Verſe has expreſt as Sacred Things as Proſe: 
Tho' ſome there be that Poetry abuſe, 
Muſt we not therefore the ſame Method uſe ? 
Yea, ſure; for in my Conſcience it is beſt, 
1 And doth deferve more Honour than the reſt ; 
; For, tis no human Knowledge gain'd by Art, 
But rather, pir'd into the Heart 
By Means Divine, fer true Divinity 
 Hath with this Science great Affinity. 
Tho! ſome thro' Ignorance do it oppoſe, 
Many do it eſteem far more than Proſe ; 
And find alſo that unto them it brings 
Content, and hath been the Delight of Kings. 
Dat id, altho' a King, yet was a Poet, 
And Slemon alſo, the Scriptures ſhow it. 
"Thea what if for all this ſome ſhould abaſe it? 
Iam apt to think the Angels do embrace it. 
Tho' God doth give't here but in part to ſome, 
Saints ſhall have it perfect in the World to come. 
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By Friend, in Praiſe of theſe POEMS. 


MY Muſe is dull; altho' I have a Will 
This Book for to commend, I want the Skill. 

I know not how its Worth for to declare, 

Few Poems doubtleſs may with it compare. 

The fluggiſh Soul it ſtrives for to awake 

Before it drops into the fiery Lake, 

There's very few upon the Earth do live, 

But might from hence ſome Benefit receive. 

For tho” it is brought forth in this our Clime, 

Yet 'twi!l agree with every Place and Time. 

Its Meſlage is of ſuch a large Extent, 

It may in Truth to all the World be ſent : 

To Male and Female, high and low Degree, 

He ſpeaks a Word, to Bond as ye!l as Free, 

All in whom Conſcience dwells, he lets them ſee 

Conſcience's great Power and Authority. | 

When Heaven's hot Thunderbolt with Fire and Hail. 

Made Egypi's Mighty Monarch's Courage fail, 
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Conſcience ſteps in, made him cry out amain, 
"Fhe Lord iz juſt, I and my wicked Train 
Have ſinn'd ; Yea, Conſcience alſo brings V 
Saul Son of Rib, the firit of I/racl's Kings, * 
Before the Prophet, humbly to confeſs, | x 
That he had finn'd and acted Wickedneſs. a 
Conſcience made David to cry out amain, 


Tis I have ſinn'd, I have Uriah flain: 


Although he ſlew a Lion and a Bear, 
And did not the great Giant's Courage fear, 
Yet Conſcience made him ſtoop and tremble too. 


Yea, more than this, you'll find Conſcience can do. 


Here's Counſcl for Profeſſors and Prophane, 

Chooſe or refuſe, here's Loſs, and alſo Gain. : 
One Reaſon, Reader, of this Mode or Strle, 1 
Is, that it might with honeſt Craft beguile 5 
Such curious Fancies, who had rather chooſe J 
To read Ten Lines in Verſe, than One in Proie ; 4 
For, as the nimble Fly, who lightly ſprings 
Azainſt the Flame, until ſhe burns her Wings, 
Is taken Captive with that ſulph'rous Flame, 0 


With which ſhe only ſought to ſport and game; 


So, whilſt theſe curious Fancics ſeem to play 

Wich this ſmall Piece, 'twill ſecretly betray h 
Them to their Conſcience ; and if Conſcience ſend ! 
Them to God's Word, the Author has his End, # 


Provided that unto the fame they yield, 


And Grace and Conſcience do obtain the Fielc. 


Farewd, . | 
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YOUTH in his nncon- 
wverted State. 


HE Naturuliſis moſt aptly do compare | 
My Age unto the Spring, whole Beauty's rare 
When rightful Sol enters the Golden Sign, 
Which is call'd Aries, his glorious Shrine, 
And ſplendid Rays do cauſe the Earth to Spring, 
And Trees to bud, and quicken every Thing, 


The Graſs doth ſprout, the tender Lambs to nouriſh. 
Theſe things i in Winter that ſeem to be dead, 
Do now riſe up and quickly ſhew their Head ; 

And do obtain a natural Reſurrection. 

By his own Beams, and powerſul Reflection. 
How in the pleaſant frui:ful Month of May, 
Are Meadows clad with Flowers rich and gay, 
And all Farth's Globe adorn'd in Garmen's green, 
Mix'd with rare yellow, crowned like a Queen ? 
The P/imroje, Cru ip, and the Violet; 

Are curiouſly with other Flowers ſet, 

And chirping Birds with their melodious Sounds 
Delight Man's Heart, whote Pleaſures now abounds. 
he Winter's paſt, with itormy Snow and Rain, 
And' ibng *twill be e'er fuch TI hings come again. 
Nothing but Joys and ſweet Delights appear, 

\V hilt doth {bile the S>r19g-:1me of the Year, 
"Thus 'us with me, who am now in my Prime, 
In Merriment aud Joy I ſpend my Time; 

f A 3 | And 


o 
oO The Young: Man's Evil Reſolution. 
And like ax Birds do in the lovely Spring, 

I to rejoice with my Conſorts and ſing, 

And ſpend my Days in ſweet Paſtime and Mirth, 
And nought fin grieve or trouble me on Earch. 
am teſolved to tearch the World bout, 

And I will ſuck the Sweetneſs of it out, 

No Stone TI] leave unturn'd, that I may find 
Content and Joy unto my troubled Mind, 

No Sorrow ſhall whilit J do live come near me, 
Nor ſhall the Preacher with his Fancies ſcare me, 
At Card; and Dice, and ſuch brave Games I'll play, 
And ke a Courtier deck myſelf moſt gay. 
With Perriwig and Muff, and ſuch fine Things, 
VVith Sword and Belt, Goloſhoes, and Gotd Rings. 
Where Bulls and Bears they bait, and Cocks do fight, 
I do reſort with Speed, there's my Delight; 
Todrink and ſport among the Jovial Crew, 

I do refolve whatever doth enſue. 

And court fair Ladies that I alſo love, 

And of all things do very well approve, 

Which tend my ſenſual Part to ſatisfy, 

From whence comes all my choice Felicity. 
Whate'er mine Ears do hear, or Eyes behold, 

Or Heart deſire, if fo that all my Gold 

And Silver can for me thoſe things procure, 

Pl! ſpare no Coft, nor Pains, you may be ture. 
Thus is my Life made very ſweet to me, 

Whilſt others hurried are in Miſery, 


Whoſe Minds with ſtrange Conceits troubled remain. 


Thinking By /s/ing all, that Tay to gain. 
Such Riddles I can't learn, I muſt them leave. 
What's felt and ſeen I am reſolv'd to have. 
Let every Man his Mind and Fancy fill, 
My Luſts I'll fatisfy, and have my Will! 8 


Trp . 6” e J , * 


The Young-Man's Evil Reſoln!iom. 7 a 


Who dares controul me in my preſent Way, 
Or vex my Mind, i' th' leaft, or me gainſay? 
What State of Life can equal this of mine? 
Youth's Gallantry ſo bravely here doth ſhine, 


. 
* WL 
"5 

* 

\ 4 "Pl 
+ 43S 
* My 
"3 8 
9 
1 
1 * 
1 
4 
4 

5 
3 
Fae” 


Conſcience. 


Controul you, Sir? in truth, and that dare I, 
For your Contempt of my Authority | 
You tread on me without the leaſt Regard, _ 
As if I worthy were not to be heard. 

You ſtrive to ſtifle me, and therefore I 

Am ſorced aloud, Murder, with Speed to cry, 
I can't forbear, but muſt cry out amain, 
Sach is the Wrong which from you ] ſuſtain. 


Vouth. 


What are you, Sir, you dare to be ſo bold? 
I ſcorn by any He to be controul'd. 
E'er I have done with you, I'll make you know, 
You ſhall your Power and Commiſſion ſhow. 


„ 
oy 


Conſcience. 


g Be not ſo hot, and you ſhall. know my Name, 
And alfo learn from whence my Power came ; 

- Pm no Uſurper, yet I do command 

» You for to ſtop, and make a preſent Stand ; 

| Twixt you and I, as will appear anon, 

If from theſe Courſes you don't quickly turn. 

For all your Courage which you ſeem to take, 

The News I bring 's enough to make you quake. 


A 4 Peuth, 


Conſcience Defined. 
Pouth, 


Whoe'er thou art, I'll make you by and by 

Conſeſs you have accus'd me wrongtully. 
From Murder I am clear in Thought and Deed, 
Thus to be charg'd, cauſes my Heart to bleed. 

; Pray let me crave your Name, if you are free, 

It you provoke me, worſe twill quickly be; 
You ſeek Occaſion, and are quarreliome, 

And therefore 'tis I do ſuppoſe you're come ; 

| But if your Name you dor't declare to me, 

1 I am reſolv'd to be reyeng'd on thee. 


Conſcience, 

What Violence (alas) can you do more, 
Than that which you have done to me before ? 
Forbear your Threats, be ſtill and hold your Hand, 
And quick]y you ſhall know and underſtand 

My Name, my Pow'r, and Place of Reſidence, 
Which may to you prove of great Conſequence. 
F am a Servant to a mighty King, 

Who rules and reigns, and goveins ev'ry Thing. 
Who keeps one Court above, and here below 
Another he doth keep, as you {hall know. 
O'er this inferior Court placed am I, 

To act and do as his great Deputy. 

I truly judge according to my Light; 

Yea, and impartially do each Man Right : 
Thoſe I condemn who vile and guilty are, 
And juſtify the Holy and Sincere. 

I order'd am to watch continually | 

O'cr all your Actions with a wary Eye 

And I have found how you have of late Time 
Committed many a bold and horrid Crime, 


Of © 


| Conſcience Defined. 
Of Murder, Treaſon, and like Villany, 
Againſt the Crown and gracious Dignity 


Of that great Prince from whence you have your 
Who's King and Ruler over all the Earth. (Breath, 
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] am his Judge, Attorney-General, 


And have Commiſhon alſo, you to call 

Unto the Bar, and make you to confeſs 

Your horrid Crimes, and fearful Guiltineſs: 

A black Indictment I have drawn. in Truth, 
Againſt thyſelf, thou miſerable Youth. 

Thy Pride I ſhall abate, thy Pleafures mar, 

And bring thee to confeſs with Tears at Bar. 
Thy Sports and Games, and youthful Luſt to be 
Nought elſe but Sin, and curſed Vanity ; 

And for, to put thee alſo out of doubt, | 
My Name is Conſcience which you bear about: 
No other than th' accuſing Faculty | 
Of that dear Soul, which in thy Breaſt doth lie: 
I by that Rule Mens Thoughts and Ways compare? 
By which their inward Parts enlightned are, 

And as they do accord, or diſagree, 

I do accuſe, or clear immediately : 8 
According to vour Light you do not live, 
But violate that Rule which God doth give 

Jo you to ſquare your Life and Actions by. 
From whence comes all your Wo and Mifery. 


| Pouth.. : 
Coycrence art thou] why didſt not ſpeak e&'er now 

To mind what thou doſt fay, I can't tell how. 

Thou melancholy Fancy fly: from me, 

My Pleaſure I'll not leave in Spight of thee; 

Other brave Gueſts you ſee to me are come, 

And in my Houſe for thee there is no Room. 
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to Conſcience Contemnedd. 

Doſt think I will be check'd by filly Thought, =_ 
And into Snares by fooliſh Fancy brought ? — 
Ist you which cry out Murder, only you, 
A Fig (alas) for all that you can do. 
For tho' againſt me you do prate and preach, 

* Your very Neck I am reſolved to ſtretch. 
III ear, carouſe, and whore, do what you will, 
Till I have ſtifled you and made you ſtil}. 
P} clip your Vings, and make you ſee at length, 
I do know how to ſpoil you of ybur Strength. 
When you &o ſpeak I will not lend an Ear. 

III make in Truth as if I did not hear. 
If you ſpeak loud when I am all alone, | ? 
I will riſe up and ſtrait-way will be gone 

To the brave Boys who toſs the Pot about, 
And that's the way to tire your Patience out. 
1il go to Plays and Games, and Daucings too, 
And e er a While I ſhall be rid of you. 


Confcicnce, 


Thou fubborn fooliſh Youth, be not fo raſh, 

Leſt e et you be aware you feel my Laſh, 
J have a Sting, a Whip, yea, I can bite, 
Before ou ſhall o'ercome I'll ſtoutly fight, 

I gripe you ſore, and make you howl anon, 
if you relolve in Sin ſtill to go on. 
I've overcome ſtrong Hearts and made em yield, 
And ſo ſhall you before I quit the Field. 
tz0 were you will, I'll preſently come after, 
Ard into Sorrow will turn your Laughter, | 
* | will prove hard Work fur you to ſhake me off, 
I zougb you at ras do ſeem 19 jeer and ſcoff, _ , 

3 


— — 


As if o'er you I had no Juriſdiction, 


Or was a Dream, a Fancy, or ſome Fiction. 


For all your Wrath, I yet muſt you diſturb, 
Tho' you offended are, I can't but curb 

And ſnub you daily, as I oft have done, 

T'ill you repent, and from lewd Courſes turn. 
For till the Cauſe be taken quite away 
'Th Effect will follow, whate'er you do or ſay ; 
Unleſs your Light wholly extinguiſh'd be, 

If Sin remains, Diſturbance you will fee. 
Therefore I do beſeech you ſoberly, 

For to fubmit to my Authority. 
Obey my Voice, I pray thee make a Trial, 
Before you give another flat Denial. 


If more ſweet Comfort I don't yield to you, 


Than all which doth from finful Actions flow, 
Then me reject; but otherviſe, my Friend, 
My Checks receive, and to Motion bend. 
Get Peace within, whatever thou doſt do, 
And let vain Pleaſures and Corruptions go, 
That will be better for thy Soul at laſt, 
Than Gold or Silver, or what elſe thou haſt. 
And ſince we are alone, let you and I, : 
More mildly talk about Supremacy. 

Is't beſt for you that Pride and Folly reign, 


Which nothing bring but Sorrow, Shame, and Pain? 


And Conſcience to reject, who perfectly 

From Guilt and Bondage ſtrive to fer, you free ? 
Have not the Luſts by which you are now led, 
Brought many a one to want a Piece of Bread ? 
What brave Eſtates have been conſum'd thereby, 
And now are forced in Barns on Straw to lie? 
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12 Conſcience's Grave Advice. 
How has the Wife been rvined with the Child, 


Beſides poor Conſcrence grievouſly turmoil'd; 


Nay, once again give Ear, I pray thee hark, 
Hath not many a brave and curious Spark 
Been brought in ſtinking Prifons there to lie, 
For yielding to their Luſt and Vanity ? 

How many ſwing at Tyburn ev'ry Year, 

For ſtabbing Conſcience without Care or Fear? 
And ſome out of their Wits do often run, 
And by that Means are utterly undone. 

Some Men ſo ſtifle me I cannot ſpeak, 


And then they ſport and play, and merry make, 


Reſolving that I ſhall not gripe them more, 
But then afreſh I quickly make them roar, 
dome of them I do drive into Deſpair, 
When in their Face I do begin to ſtare; 
No Reſt, nor Peace at all their Souls can find, 
I ſo Eiſturd them, and perplex their Mind. 


What ſay you now Young- Man ? Will you ſubmit ? 


Weizh well the Danger and the Benefit. 

'; he Danger on the one hand will be gieat, 

If me you do oppoſe and ill intreat. 

Swect Profit come's you'll ſee on th' other hand, 
'To ſuch who ſubject are to my Command. 
What doſt thou lay ? Shall I embraced be? 

Or wilt thou tollow till thy Villany? 


Pouth. 


Was ever Lung- Man thus perplex'd as I, 
Who flouriſhed in ſweet Proſperity? 


Where &er I go Conſcience dogs me about, 
No Quiet can I have in-Doors or out. 


Conſcience, 


| 
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The Cauſe of Conſcience's Quarrel. 13 


Conſcience, what is the Cauſe you make ſuch. S ir 


J can't enjoy the Comforts of my Liſe? 
I am ſo grip'd and pinched in my Breaſt, 


I know not where to go, nor where to reſt. 


Conlcience. 
Cauſe you have wronged and offended me, 


Loving vain Pleaſures and Iniquity. 


The Light you have you walk not up vnto, 

You know, tis Evil which you daily do. 

My Witneſs I muſt bear continually, 

For the Great GO D, whoſe us Majeſty 
Did in thy Soul give me fo Jarge a Place, 

As for to ſtop you in your ſinful Race; 

I muſt reprove, accuſe, and you condemn, 
Whilſt you by Sin his Sovereignty contemn; | 
I can't beiray my T ruſt, nor hold my Peace, 
Till I 2m ſtabbed, ſear'd, or Light doth ceaſe. ( 
ill you your Life amend, and Sins forſake, 

I ſhall purſue you, though your Heart doth ach. 


Pouth. 

How bold and malapert is Cenſeience grown ? 
Tho' I upon this Fellow daily trown, 
And his Advice reject, yet ſtill. doth he 
Knock at my Door, as if he'd weary me. 

Conſcience, I'd have you know, in truth, that # 
A Perfon am of ſome Authority; 
Are you fo ſaucy as to curbe and chide 
Such a brave Spark, who can't your Ways abide ?. 
*Tis much below my Birth and Parentage, 


- And 1: agrees not with my preſent Age, 


For to give place to you, or to regard 
1 hole things from you I have ſo often heard, 


Conſcience, 


14 Conſcience rebuketh the Mighty, 
Conſcience. | 


Alas, proud Fleſh, doſt think-thyſelf too high 
To be ſubject to ſuch a one as I: | 
Thy Betters I continually gainſay, 
If they my Motions don't with Care obey ; 
My Power's great, and my Commiſlion's large, 
There's ſcarce a Man but I with Folly charge; 
The King and Peaſant are alike to me, 
FE favour none of high or low Degree. 
If they offend, I in their Faces fly, 
Without Regard or Fear of- Standers by, 


PVauth. = 
Speak not another Word; Don't you perceive - 
There's ſcarce a Man or Woman will believe 
What you do ſay, you're grown fo out of Date? 
Be filent then, and do not longer prate. | 
In the Country your Credit is but ſmall, 

T here's few care for your Company at all, 

The Hustand-man the Land mark can't remove, 

But you ſtraitway him bitterly reprove ; 

Nor plough a little of his Neighbour's Land,. 

But you command him preſently to ſtand. 

There's not a Man can go i' th' laſt awry, 

But out againſt him you do fiercely fly. 

The People therefore now ſo weary are, 

They've thruſt you almoſt out of ev'ry Shire. 

And in the City you fo hated be, 

There's very few that care a Ruſh for thee, 

For if they ſhould believe what you do ſay, 

Their Pride ad Bravery will ſoon decay. 

Their Swearing, Curſing, and their Drunkenneſs, 

Would yaniſh quite away, or grow much leſs, D 
ur 
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Our Craft of Prefit, and our Pleaſure too, 
Would ſoon go down and ruined be by You. 
The Whore and Bawd, with the Play-Hheuſes, then 
Would be contemned by all Sorts ok Men. 
You ſtrive to ſpoilius of our ſweer Delight, 
Our Pleaſures you oppoſe with all your Might, 
The Fabrick of our Joy you would pull down, 
And make our Youth like to a Country Clown; 
We half Fanatzchs ſhould be made ('tis clear) 
Tf unto thee we once inclined were. 

But this among the reſt doth chear my Heart, 
There's very few in London take thy Part; 
Here and there one which we do Muk-names give, 
Who hated are, and judg'd not fit to live. 

'Tis out of Faſhion grown, we daily ſee, 
Conſcience for to regard i'th' leaſt Degree: 

He that can't whore and ſwear without Controul, 
We do account to be a timorous Fool; 

Therefore, though you fo deſperately do fall 

Upon poor me, yet I do hope I ſhall. 

Get looſe from you, and then T'll tear the Ground, 
And in all Joy and Pleaſure will abound. 


Confcionce; 


Ah! poor deceived Soul, doſt thou not know, 
That moſt of all Mankind i'th' broad way go? 
What tho' they do moſt wickedly abuſe me? 
— Wilt thou alto in the like manner uſe me? 
What tho” they will of me no Warning take. 
Till they drop down into the Stygran Lake; 
Wilt thou befriend the curſed Serpent ſo, 
As to go on till comes thy Overthrow ? 


What 


16 Conſcience in theſe Days flighted. 
What though I am in no Requeſt by them, 
Don't they likewiſe God's holy Word contemn ? 
Don't they the Goſpel caſt quite out of Sight, 
Left from their Pleaſures it ſhould them affright ? 
What tho' my Friends are toſs'd about, and hurl'd,. 
Their inward Peace is more than all the World 
Can give to them, or from them take away,. 
Whilſt they with Diligence do me obey, 
As I enlighined am by God's Precepts, 
Which are a Guide and Lanthorn to my Steps. 
O come, proud Heart, and longer don't contend, 
But leave thy Luſts, and to my Scepter bend; 
For Ull not leave thee, but with all my Power, 
I'll follow thee unto thy dying Hour. 


 Poutth, 
Unto ſome private Place then I will fly ; 
Where I may hide myſelf; and ſecretly 
There I'll enjoy myſelf in Spite of thee, 
And thou ſhalt not i'th' leaſt know where I be. 


n 
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Conſcience. - 
Nay, fooliſh Youth, how can that thing be done? 
From Conſcience it is in vain to run. 
No ſecret Place can you find out or *fpy, 
To hide yourſelf from me, ſuch is mine Eye; 
I ſee i' th' Dark as well as in the Light, 
No Doors nor Walls can keep thee from my Sight; 
Where-e'er thou art, or go'ſt, am I not there, 
Thy Soul with horrid Guilt to ſcare and fear ? 
Could Cain and Judas pet out of my Reach, | 
When once between us there was the like Breach & 
Did I not follow them unto the End, | bh 
And make them know what 'twas for to offend 
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My 


My Glorious Prince, and me his true Viceroy ? | 
Vengeance doth follow thoſe who us arnoy. 

My Counſel then, J pray thee, take with Speed, 
For that's the Way alone for to be freed 
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From Vengeance here, and alſo Wrath to come, 


When thou doſt die, and at the Day of Doom. 
What can't I fly from thee, nor thee ſubdue ? 
Then ] entreat thee Conſcience, don't purſue, 
Nor follow me ſo cloſe ; forbear a While; 
Don't yet my Beauty, nor my Pleaſures ſpoil ; 
This is the Spring and Flower of my Age, 
Oh, pity me, and ceaſe thy bitter Rage. 
Don't crop the tender Bud, it is too green, 
O let me have thoſe Days, others have ſeen ! 
Thou haſt forborn with ſome for a long Time, 
'T hat which I ask of thee is but the Prime 
Of thoſe good Days which are beſtow'd on me; 
Oh! that it might but once obtained be. 
"Tis Time enough for to adhere to thee, 
After I've ſpent my Time in Gallantry. 
In earthly Joys, and ſuch tranſcendent Pleaſure, 
Young-men do reckon as their chiefeſt Treaſure. 
Conſcience. 
After all Violence, and Outrage great 
Done to poor Conſcience, you do him entreat, 
Thinking for to prevail by Flattery, 
But that, in truth, I utterly defy. 
It is againſt my Nature, you muſt know, 


- Unto vile Luſt, fond Pity for to ſhow : 


God hath not given ſuch a Diſpenſation, 
For me to wink at your Abomination : 

If God but once doth blow his Candle out, 
I ſhall be quiet then, you need not doubt; 


But 
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But wo to you, as ever you was born, 
When God doth once his Light to Darkneſs turn. 
But whilſt your Soul retains a Legal Light, 
Your Sins I can't endure within my Sight, 
God, I am ſure, no Liberty will give 

To any One in horrid Sin to live; 

Nor wil! he give Allowance for a Day, 

"Tis very dangerous for to delay 

The Work of thy RepentanG for an Hour; 
What thy Hands find to do, do with all Power. 
H me you don't believe, I pray thee, Youth, 


Go, and reſolve thyſelf, of ſacred Truth. 


Pouth, 
Well, fince that you no Comfort do afford, 

I: will enquire of GO D's moſt Holy Word; 

So far I will your Counſel take, for I 

Am ſorely troubled ; whither ſhall I fly ?- 

I will make Trial, I'm reſolv'd to fee, 

Whether that 'T ruth and Conſcience do agree. 

The Lip of Truth can't err, tho' Conſcience may, 

When that miſguided is, this go aſtray. 

If Truth and Conſcience ſpeak the ſelf-ſame thing. 

N will Amazement to my Spirits bring. 

What now Lask, and earneſtly do crave, 

Is ſome ſhort Time in Sin longer to have. 

Conſcience denies it me ; Truth, what ſay you 

O that you would a little Favour ſhew 

To a poor Lad, alas! I am but young, 

Like to a Flower from the Earth new-ſprung, 

And as the Froſt the tender Bud doth ſpoil, 

So Conſcience ſtrove to ſerve me a great while. 

Muſt I.reform, and all my Sins forſake? 

Some fiter Seaſon, O! pray let inc take; 


For 
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For all things there's a Time under the Sun, 
And when I older am, I will return. 


8 Truth. 

Nay, hold, vain Youth, you are miſtaken now, 
No Time to Sin God doth thee allow : 
If I may ſpeak, attend, and you ſhall hear 
I with pcor Conſcience muſt witneſs bear ; 
Jam his Guide, his Rule, *tis by my Light 
He acts and does, and faith the Thing that's right. 
Art thou too young thy evil ways to leave? 
And yet, haſt thou a precious Soul to Jave? 
Art thou too young to leave Iniquity, 


When old enough in Hell for Sin to lie ? 


Some fitter Seaſon doſt thou think to find 
The Devil fure darts it ingo thy Mind. 

No Time ſo fit as when the Lord doth call; 
Thoſe who rebellious are, they one Day ſhall 
Smart bitterly for their moſt horrid Evil, 


In yielding to, and fiding with the Devil : 


But once again ; I prithee hark to me ; 

Don't God, whilſt thou art young, call unto thee. 
Remember thy Creator? Therefore fly 
Fo him with Speed, and fore him proſtrate lie, 
And thy Firſt Fruits unto ch“ Almighty give, 
Of thy beſt Days, and learn betimes to live. 

Unto the Praiſe of his moſt Holy Name, 

And not by Wickedneſs prophane the ſame. 


This is, Young-man, alſo thy chooſing time, 
| Whilſt thou therefore doſt flouriſh in thy Prime, 


Place thou thy Heart upon the Lord above, 


And with Chriſt Jefus alſo fall in Love. 


Did not Jehovah give thee thy Breath, 
And alſo place thes here upon the Earth 
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And 
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And many precious Bleſfings gave to thee, 
That thou to him alſo ſhould ſubject be? 
GOD out of Bowels ſent his precious Son, 
Thy Soul from evil Ways with Speed to turn; 
Who, for thy Sake was nailed to a Tree, 
To free thy Soul from Hell and Miſcry: _ 
And while in Sip, vile Wretch, thou doſt remain,, 
Thou doft as it were him Crucity again. 
Thy Sins, O Young-man, God doth allo hate, 
His Soul doth loath, and them abominate ; 
| And wilt thou not, O Young-man, be deterr'd 
; From evil Ways? What is thy Heart fo hard? 
3 Will nothing influence it to repent, 
Nor work Convictions in thee to relent ? 
Give Ear to Truth, Truth never ſpoke a Lye, 
And fly from Sin, and youthful Vanity. 
Thoſe that do ſeek God's Kingdom firft of all, 
And do obey his ſweet and gracious Call, 
They ſhall find Chrift, and lie within his Breaſt, 
And reap the Comforts of Eternal Ret. e 
But if thou doſt this golden Time neglect, 
And all good Motions utterly reject, 
And ſlight the Day of this thy Viſitation, 
That will to God be ſuch a Provocation, 
That he'll not wait upon thee any more, 
Nor never knock hereafter at thy Door. 
Whilſt Terms of Peace he doth to thee afford, 
Be ſubject to him, leſt he draws his Sword. 
Ponce to Anger him you do provoke, 
He'll b. uiſe and break your Bones with, heavy Stroke. 
Who can before his Indignation ſtand, | 
Or bear the Weight of his revengeſu! Hand ? 
How dar'ſt thou then a War with him maintain, 
And ſay, o'er thee Chriſt Jeſus ſhall not Reign 1 
: VVilt 
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A 9 Ny lt thou combine with his vile Enemy, 
1 And yet preſume on his ſweet Clemency ? 
2 # And wilt thou Traytor-like, cuntrive the Death 
Of that great King, from whom thou drawelt Breath? 
"Is 2X Wilt thou caſt Dirt upon the Holy One, 
| 3 And keep Chriſt Jeſus from his rightfut Throne? 
Ist not his Right thy Conſcience for to ſway ? 
Qught he not to Reign, and thou Obey ? 
F Durſt thou reſiſt, and dread his ſov'reign Pow 2 
4 Vea, or hold Parley with him for an Hour, 
To gratify the Devil? who thereby 
Renew's his Strength; yea, and doth fortify. 
Himſelf in thec, and make his Kingdom ftrong, 
By tempting thee to Sin whilſt thou art Young. 
The Blackmoor fooner far may change his Skin, 
"Than thou canſt leave and turn away trom Sin. 
When once a Habit and a Cuſtom's taken, 
Then ſinful Ways are hard to be forſaken. 
Sumer, Dare you Chriſt's Government oppoſe, - 
And with the Devil and Corruptions cloſe ? 
Which will be beſt, doſt think, for thee, i'th' end, 
The Lord for to pleaſe, and Satan to offend ? 
Or Satan for to pleaſe, and ſo chereby 
Declare thy ſelf Jehovah's Enemy f 
For thoſe who live in Sin, *tis very clear, 
They Enennes to God and Jeſus are. 
And wil: thou yeild unto the Devil ſtill, 
By greedily accompliſhing his Will? 


5 Ps WY 


Thinkeſt, vain Youth, he'll prove to thee a Friend, 


That thou doſt ſo his curſed Ways commend ? 
Has Sin with all its odious Excrement, | 
So ſweet a Smell, yea, and fo fragrant a Scent ? 
And doſt thou value Chriſt, and all he hath, 
Not worth vain Pleaſure here upon the Earth ? 


Is 
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Is there more Good in ſinful Vanity, 


Than is in all the glorious Trinity? 
That which Men think is beſt, that do they chooſe; 


Things cf ſmall Value 'tis they do refuſe. 

V bat thinkeſt thou of Chiiit, thou ſinful Soul, 
That thou his Meſſengers doſt thus controul? 
And colt to him fo turn a deafned Ear, 


His Knocks, his Calls; and Woovings will not hear, 
7 9 . 


Nor him regard, tho' he ſtands at the Door, 

With Myrrh and F rankincenſe, yea, and all ſtore 

Of Fruit and precious Spice; as Cinnamon, 

Aloes, Spikenard, Camphire, and Saffron; 

All coſtly Things, (O Soul) of Heaven above, 

He has with him, yet nothing will thee move 

To ope the Door for all hi: Calls and Knocks, 

T hou let'it him ſtand, until his precious Locks 

Are wet with Dew, and Drops of the long Night, 

Thus doſt thou him deſpiſe, reject, and flight; 

And rather keep thy Luſt and Pleaſure till, 

Than Jefus ſhould thy Soul with Heaven fill. 

Who makes gray-headed Winter like a Spring, 

And Young-men like cœleſtial Angels ſing, 

The Soul he doth fo greatly elevate, 

That it diſdams, and doth abominate 

All ſenſual Pleaſures, in Compariſon 

Of Jeſus Chriſt, his dear and only One: 

Let me perfuade you for to taſte and try 

How good Chriſt is, and then aſſuredly 

A cu will admire him, yea, and praiſe the Lord, 
That ever he did to thy Soul afford 

Such a dear Savioux, and ſuch good Advice, 

To lead thy Soul into ſweet Paradice : 

For non: do know the Nature of that Place, 

That inward Joy the which ſhall never ceaſe, 


But 
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hut he himſelf, who doth the fame poſſeſs, 
O taſte and fee, and own the Happineſs. 


3 X Chriſt here's the Chiefeſt Good, its only he 
In whom alone is true Felicity ! 
duch is the Nature of Man's panting Breaſt, 
Nothing on Earth can give him perfect Reſt; 
Dis not in Honour, that is Varaty : | 
- I For ſuch like Beafts, and other Mortal die. 
Kingdoms and Crowns they tottering do ſtand, 
b | The Servant may his Maſter ſoon command. 
5 
Bel/bazzar, who upon the Throne did hr, 
His Knees againſt each other ſoon did hit: 
Surrounded by his Officers of State, 
Ulis ſcepired Arm could ſcarce endure its Weight; 
How was he ſcar'd when the Hand writing came 
And wrote upon the Wall, even the ſame. 
That afterwards befel, his End being come, 
Receiy'd his fatal Stroke which was his Doam. 
t  ” - Great 
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Great Men arc often filled with great Fear, 
Being perplext they know not how to ſtegr. 
Hh Cedars fall, when little Shrubs abide, 
Tho' Winds do blow, and ſtrongly turn the Tide. 
For Man in Honour lives but a ſhort Space, 
Ard like a Beaſt he dies, and ends his Race. 
Where's Nimrod now, that mighty Man of old, 
And where's the Glory of the Head of Gold ? 
In higheſt Place of human Government, 

None ever found therein a true Content. 

Of Alexander "tis declar'd by tome, 

How he fat down when he had overcome 

The Liltern World; and did weep very ſore 
Becauſe there was no Worlds to conquer more. 
And to this very Day we find it ſtill, 

The World's not big enough Man's Soul to fill, 
Riches and Wealth alſo can't fatisfy 

'I'hat precious Soul which in thy Breaſt doth lie. 
If ſtore of Gold and Silver thou ſhould'ſt gain, 
'T would but increaſe thy Sorrow, Grief and Pain. 
Riches, O Youſtg-man, they are empty Things, 
And iwiltly fly away with Eagle's Wings, 
When Riches you do heap, you heap up Sorrow : 
They're thine to Day, alas! but gone to Morrow, 
Fires may come, and all thy Treaſures burn; 
Or T hieves may ſteal it, as they oft have done. 
He that hath Thouſands by the Year this Night, 
May be as poor as Jeb by Morning Light. 
And as for Pleaſure, which thine Age doth prize, 
Why ſhould that ſeem ſo lovely in thine Eyes? 
is but a Moment they with thee will laſt, 
And Sadneſs ſurely comes when they are paſt, 
The Brute his Pleaſures hath as well as thee, 
Man's chicteſt Good, ſurely can't Pleaſure be. 


And 
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bor ad whilſt thou ſtriv'ſt thy evil Luſts to pleaſe, 


FT hy raging Conſcience then who fhall appeaſe ? 
Vith this ſweet Meat, I tell thee alſo, Friend, 
Thou ſour Sauce ſhalt have before the End. 
And as for Beauty, that alſo is vain, 
Hnleſs you can the inward Beauty gain: 
BY hat's outward Beauty, but an evil Snare 
y which vain Ones often deceived are; 
Mund on a ſudden drawn into Temptation, 
nd do commit moſt vile Abomination? 
That Beauty which the carnal Man doth prize, 
Nenders not lovely in Jehovah's Eyes. 
81 ho' deckt with Jewels, Rings, and brave Attire, 
ne glorious King their Beauty doth admire. 
Wis Heart's not taken with't ; but otherwiſe, 
he Beauty of vain Ones he doth deſpiſe, 
WI ho' very fair; but if defil'd with Sin, 
They like unto Sepulchres are within; 
g.cathſome and vile i'th' Sight of God are they, 
And ſoon their ſeeming Beauty will decay; 

t fades and withers, and away doth paſs, 
ſuſt like unto the Flower of the Graſs. 
The curled Locks, yea, and the ſpotted Face, 
30d c'er a While will bring into Diſgrace: 
Death and the Grave will ipoil their Beauty quite, 
And none in them ſhall ever more delight. 

s for thy Age, in Youthful Days we fee 
"outh nothing minds but curſed Vanity. 
zoon alſo may the Spring meet with a Blaſt, 
\nd all the Glory not one Moment laſt. 
Lhe Flower in the Spring which is ſo gay, 
oon doth it fade, and wither quite away. 
Nothing on Earth canſt thou find out, or ſpy, 
I hat will content thce long, or fatisty 

| B 
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That Soul of thine, if ſtill thou ſearch about, 
Jill thou doſt find the rareſt Science out: 

For, if on Learning you do place your Mind, 
Much Vanity in that you'll alſo find : 


1 For buman Knowledge, and Philoſophy 1 
; Can't bring thy Soul into ſweet Unity 2 
; With God above, and Jeſus Chriſt his Son, 1 
5 In whom, O Youth, is Happineſs alone. A 
4 Dote rot on Honour then, nor worldly Treaſure, if 
1 Nor Beauty, Learning, Youth, or other Pleaſure ; WM 
2. All is but Vanity t that is here below, 3 
| Truth and Experience both the ſame do ſhow. 1 
ö Come look to Heay'n, ſeek thou for higher Joys, 4 
= Let Swine take Husks, and Fools all empty T oys. 
+ Come then and Taſte of Chriſt's cœleſtial Springs, 


To which ail outward Joys are triling Things. 

a If Heaven's Sweetneſs thou but once hadſt caught, 1 
Thou'lt freely own Earth's beſt Enjoy ments naught. W 
Honour and Riches too, Chriſt has great Store, ; 
Ard at's Right-Hand are Pleaſures evermore. | 
'Thinteft that he who makes Man's Life fo ſweet, Wl 

1 Whilſt he with many Troubles here doth meet, 

| And in gelieving hath ſuch Sweetneſs taſted, 

Though his own Image greatly is defaced, 

Can't give ta him much greater Conſolation, 

When all the Sour's vaniſh'd of Temptaticn? 

If wi h the Bitter, Saints ſuch Sweetneſs gain, 

What ſhall they do when they in Glory reign ? 


3 *4.. 


Pouth. 
Be ſilent, Truth, leave off, for I can't bear 
our whining Strains; nor will 1 longer hear 
Such melancholy Whimhes ; they re ſuch Stuff 


2 VV hich ſuits not with my Age: I have enough 


Of 
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Pf it already, and alſo of you, 
þ Ws you my Int'reſt ſtrive to overthrow. 
6”. pen I appeal'd to you, I was perplex d, 

4 And with fad Melancholy ſorely vex d; 
3 Put ſince I do perceive the Storm is o'er, 
Fou I dont think to trouble any more. 
No Liberty to me I fee you'll give, 
In ſweet Delight and Pleaſure for to live. 
W don't intend Fanatick yet to turn, 
Nor after ſuch diſtracted People run. 
In eaſy Way to Heaven I do know, 
1 Pad therefore, Sir, farewel; farewel to you. 
Ny Price, my Sports, and my old Company 
4 15 will enjoy; and all my Bravery 
will bold faſt; yea wantonly fulfil 

WM y fieſhly Mind, fay Preachers what they will. 


Conſcience, 
Ah, Youth! ah, Youth! Is ſo in very Deed ? 
Wit thou no more unto God's Truth give Heed ? 
'T'uas but my Mouth to ſtop, I now do find, 
hat unto Truth you ice mingly inclin'd: 
But this, O Soul, I i aſlure to thee, 
Vhat thou haſt beard, has much enlizhined me, 
And my Compaſſion too it doth renew, 
As mult appear by what does next enſue. 
Have you from God been called thus upon, 
And ſhall your Heart be hardned like a Stone?! : 
You can t plead Ignorance, O Youth; *tis ſo; | | 
You ve very plainly heard what you ſhould do, | 
Your Sins will be of grievous Aggravation, | 
It you don't quickly make a Recantation. 
3s ur Sins will be of a Jeep ſcarlet Dre, 
many Stripes Pepe I eſpy, 

B 2 , Wit! 


yr en ne I 


28 Truth is Conſcience's Informer. 


With which you mult be beat, becauſe that you 
Your Maſter's Will ſo perfectly do know; 
Bui for to do the ſame, you do refuſe, 

And your poor Ccnſcience wickedly abuſe. 
You'll ſhew yourſelf a curſed Rebel now, 

It unto Chriſt with Speed you do not bow. 
Wilt thou thy Sins retain, when thou doſt hear 
How much againſt the Living God they are ? 
Wilt thou caſt Dirt into his blefled Face? 
} O tremble, Soul, and dread thy preſent Caſe ! 


Pouth. 
Now my good Days I ſee they will be gone; 
My inward Thoughts will ne'er let me alone. 
Ah that I could but fin without Controul, 
And Conſcience never more diſturb my Soul! 
His bitter Gripes much longer I can't bear ; 
He's grown fo reſolute, no Hope is there, 
But he'll prevail; ſuch Conflicts I do feel, 
My Courage now, and Reſolution: reel. 
However I'm refolv'd once more to try, 
And ſtruggle hard to get the Maſtery , 
I cowardly will not acquit the Field, 
. Nor at the ſecond Summons will I yield: 
| I' make once more another ſtout Eflay, 
E'er unto Conſcience I will yield the Day. 
Ah, how can I my ſweet Delights forſake, 
Without Reſiſtance to the laſt I make? 
Conſcieace, although I ſinful am, I fee 
There's many Thoufands worſer.far than me: 
No one can live, and from all Sin be clear, 
That I from Truth did very lately hear. 
My Heart is good, tho” it is true, that J 
Am oyercome thro' human F railty, 
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The woful State of Man by Nature. 29 


Conſcience, 


O Reprobate, durſt thou thy Heart commend ? 
ome, tremble, Soul, and it to pieces rend. 
Pon't I moſt clearly in thy Heart behold 
1 uch horrid Luſt, *twould ſhame thee were it told? 
4 Vipers breed there, and many a Cockatrice, 
us Spawn of ev'ry Sin, and evil Vice. 
1 ke a Sepulchre foul thou art within, 
Fee is there but putrifying Sin: 
YOu: from thy Heart all Evi] doth aſcend, 
And yet wilt thou thy filthy Heart commend? 
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And doſt thou think thy State ſo =D to be: 
"Cauſe you do find many as bad as thee ? 
You are ſo bad, if you from Sin don't turn, 
You mult for Sin in Hell for ever burn. 
With haughty Dives, and ſuch Wretches lie 
In endleſs Flames to all Eternity. 


on⸗ . B VPouth· 


* ® * *s PS 
** 998 \ OPIN i « 1 fy "ſr 4 
—_ x 1 4 * "ye - ah 3 
my”. . ; PE 7 


50 Man's wofil State by Nature. 


Pouth. 

Well, ſay no more; if this be ſo, I muſt 
Go unto Truth again, or I ſhall burſt, 
My Heart will break. I clearly do diſcern, 
therefore now muſt yield, and allo learn 
What is iny State by Nature, that I'd know, EF 
Come, Truth, I pray, will you this Favour ſhow, | 1 
As to explain to me this thing moſt clear, 1 
For Conſcience doth my Soul with Horror ſcare? 
Is he upright, O Truth, or is he wrong? 
I find Convictions in me very ſtrong. 


What is my State? Declare it unto me, *8 
And ſet my troubled Soul at Liberty. 4 
Truth. 1 

What Conſcience ſpeaks, O Young-Man, is moſt | 
And vain it is longer with him to fight; right, 1 


Thoſe he condemns by Light receiv'd from me, 
Almighty God condemns eternally : 


And God is greater than thy Heart, O Soul, 


Who can enough thy grievous State condole ? 
If Conſcience does its [5 Nik give, 
That you in Sin, and curſed Ways do live, 
And that thou art an unconverted Wretch ; 
If *tis from hence between you there's a Breach : 
If this be ſo, as you it can't deny, 
What would you do, if you this Night ſhould die ? 
If in this State you would this Life depart, 
Undone for evermore, Y oung-Man, thou art! 
45 ſure as is the mighty God in Heaven, 
aginiſt thy Soul, the Sentence will be given; 
Conſcience from God his Power did recei: e, 
nd if you don't obey, and him belicve, 
And do reje& his Motions, 'tis all one, 
As if Chriſt Jeſus you did tread upon: 
"Whilſt 


The woful State of Man by Nature. 31 
* W hilft he doth rule by Laws that are divine, 
7 'is Treaſon him to ſtop, or undermine. 
% 1d once again; to ſhew thee thy Eſtate, 
ou being, F oung- man, not Regenerate, 
'S: o God, nor Chriſt have you; 'tis even ſo; 
2 114 this indee 's the Sum of all thy Wo. 
ow, od fince the Fall became thine Enemy; 
# Tis angry Face is ſet moſt dreadfully 
4 Againſt thy Soul; and that's a fearful thing, 
1 nough thy Pride with Vengeance down to bring. 
Attribute againſt thy Soul is ſet, 
q And all of them allo together met 
Jo make you ev'ry Way moſt miſerab e, 
8 Which Wrath for to rehſt, what Man is able ? 
10ſt WI He'll ſuddenly thy Soul to pieces tear, 4. 
ht, And bis Eternal Vengeance make thee bear? 
His Wrath it will upon thy Soul remain, 
Till you by Faith are truly born n. 
Penth. - | 
This Doctrine which to me you do dec! are, 
It is enough to make a Man deſpair, 
And, Spire like, ſear hard his flinty Breaſt, 
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Tul the N Soul has loſt Ererral Rett : 

O Sprra l Spira! is my Caſe like thine ? 

Forbid it, ye immortal Powers Divine |! 
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For if *tis ſo, I grant J am undone; 

But God is gracious, and has ſent his Son: 
He's full of Bowels; therefore hope do I 

. He'.. not on me his Juſtice magnity. 

He dy'd for all Mankind, and therefore He 
Surely won't act with ſuch Severity, 

As to condemn unto eternal Flame 
Mankind, for whoſe Salvation here he came. 
Thro' Nature's Weakneſs we're miſled to fin, 
By trivial Faults, when there's no Guilt within: 
Which God, who is all merciful and mild, 
O'erlooks as Parents do theiz only Child; 
And ſo I truſs he'll gracious bs to me, 

In overlooking my Iniquity. 


Truth. 


It's true, God's'gracious, yet he will not clear 
| Thoſe guilty Souls who don't his Juſtice fear. 
He's very Gracious, yet is full of Ire; 

And is to ſuch like a conſuming Fire. 

And tho' you pleaſe yourſelf with Hopes that He 
Will veil his Eyes from thy Arxgay + 

God is more pure, and of diviner Flame, 

To ſee Man fin, and not conſume the ſame. 
Not the leaſt Evil ſhall eſcape his Eve, 

Juſtice muſt puniſh with Severity : : | 
Fruitleſs and Vain, poor Youth, 's thy woful State, 
Since little Sins are puniſh'd as the. Great. 

He ſent his Son, tis. true, for Souls to die, 

But many miſs, and falſly do apply 

His precious Blood; therefore my Counſel take, 
Don't you too ſoon an Application make 

Of God's ſweet Grace, nor our Redeemer's Blood, 
Until by you the Goſpel's underſtood. 
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= The woful State of Man by Nature. 33 
W hoſe who are Whole, need no Phyſician have ; 
re ſick and wounded Soul Chriſt came to fave 
| 4 hat doſt thou judge thy preſent State to be ? 
Now does it ſtand, and is it now with thee ? 


9 

A Pouth. 

l am a Sinner, and my Heart doth bleed, 
My fin-fick Soul doth a ſweet Saviour need; 
My Conſcience tells me that I am moſt Vile 
And grievoully for Sin doth me turmoil. 


Truth. 

No Saviour can you have, unleſs you do 
Reſolve to leave your Sins, and let them go; 
Not for your Wounds can there be any Cure, 
Till th* Cauſes are remov'd, which do procure 
And bring on you that Pain and bitter Smart, 
Which you cry out has ſeiz'd upon your Heart. 


Pouth. 8 

My trembling Soul's amaz'd, and fill'd with Fear, 
Another Way, O Truth, my Courſe I'll ſteer: 
For Ruin doth attend the Way I'm in, 
Whilſt I do keep and hug my curſed fin. 
There's ſcarce a Night which paſſes o'er my Head, 
But I dread much the making of my Bed, 
'Fore Morning comes, in the ſad Depths of Hell, 
My Conſcience therefore now doth me compel 
To bid Adieu to all ſweet Joy and Pleaſure. 
To Lies and Fraud, and all unlawful Treaſure. 
In Sport and Games I'll take no more Delight, 
But otherwiſe, I'll pray both Day and Night. 
Conſcience has overcome me with his Gripes, 
Truth follows him ſo with threat'ning Stripes. 


24 Truth' Second Sermon. 


The Wall's broke down, the Old Man's run away, 
And Conſcience follows cloſe to cut and ſlay; 
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He threatens too he will no Quarter give, 

And ev'ry thing before him ſeems to drive. 

Luſt forced is in Corners for to fly, 

Where it doth hide itfelf moſt ſecretly ; 

Ard watches alſo, thinking for to get 

An Opportunity, once more to ſet | 

And fall on Conſcience which it doth diſdain, 
Cauſe Conſcience fays, Corruptions mutt be ſlain, 
I {ide with him, becauſe I would have Peace, 
But ſtill 'tis doubtful when theſe Wars will ceaſe. 


Devil. 


W hat Pity 'tis thy Sun ſhould ſet fo ſoon ? 
Or ſhould be clouded thus before *tis Noon ? 
Shall Winter come before the Spring is paſt, 
And all its Fruits be ſpoil'd with one ſad Blaſt ? 
Shall that brave Flower, which doth ſeem fo gay, 
So quickly Fade, and wither quite away? wy 
al 
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5 Legal Refor mation. | 
Vt Pity ist, that one ſo Young as thee, 
ooculd'ſt thus be brought into Captivity ? 


Let not this Make-Bait with an angry Frown 
Throw all thy Glory and thy Pleaſures down. 
Let not ſad Thoughts diſtreſs thy troubled Mind; 
= VW bat Satisfaction can you have, or find, 
But that which floweth from this World alone? 
is I muſt raiſe thee to a ſublime Throne. 
Tue Hell thou feareſt may be but a Story, 
And Heaven alſo but a feigned Glory. 
W 1: this don't ſtartle thee, then ſpeedily 
I will ſtir up ſome other Enemy. 
Old-man, rouze up, I charge you to awake, 
And ſwiftly too, your Life and all's at Stake : 
And Miſtreſs Heart, ſtir. up your wilful Will: 
Is this a Seaſon for him to fit ſtill? 
If unto Truth and Conſcience he gives Place, 
Our Int'reſt will, you ſee, go down apace. 
judgment is gone already, and doth yield; 
And Courage too, I fear, will quit the Field. 
Some Sins are ſlain, and in their Blood do lie, 
And others in Holds are forc'd io fly. 
As for Affection, he doth hold his own, 
'UTho' Conſcience doth upon him ſadly Frown. 
Remembrance will unto him trait'rous prove,. 
If I his Thoughts from Sermons can't remove, 
I''l make his Mind run after Things below, 
And raiſe up Trouble which he did not know : 
„% is 6 And 


36 The Devil's wicked Suggeſtion. 
And will forget what lately he did hear, 
And then will ceaſe his former Dread and Fear. 
If I can pleaſe his ſenſual Appetite, 

There is no Danger of a ſudden Flight. 

His Breaſt is tender, apt to entertain 

The Sparks of Luſt, which long he can't reſtrain ; 
P!! blow them up, and kindle them anew, 
Then to Conviction ſoon he'll bid abieu. 
New Objects III preſent unto his Sight, 

In which, I'm ſure he can't but take Delight, 
T have ſuch hold of him, there is no Doubt, 
But I once more can turn him quite about. 
His old Companions alſo I'll provoke = 

At's Doors again to give another Stroke, 
Their ſtrong Enticements hardly he'll withſtand, 
They can, you ſee, his Spirit ſoon command. 


Pouth's old Companions, 
How do you do, Sir? What is the Reaſon we 
Can't, here of late, enjoy your Company? 
It ſeems to us as if you were grown ſtrange, | 
As if in Youth there were ſome ſudden Change. 


out h. 

J have not had 9 
Beſides, on me there doth a Burden lie, 
Which doth depreſs my Spirits like a Load, 
So that I very ſeldom go abroad. 


Companions. | 
I war'nt you, Sirs, *tis Sin afflicts his Soul, 

And he is juit now going to turn Fool. 

Come, come away; to Age ſuch Grief belongs, 

Brave Mirth to Youth, and fine melodious Songs; 

Come diive away theſe Thoughts with Pipe and Pot. 

Sing aud carouze Wl they are quite forgot. 
The 
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An inward Conſpiracy. - 27 


+ The lovely Strains of the well-tuned Lute, 
= Where Plays are aCted, with my Nature ſuit ; 
Come, go with us upon a brave Deſign, 


Which ſoon will chear that drooping Heart of thine. 
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Come, gen'rous Soul, let thy ambitious Eye 
Such fooliſh Fancies, and vain Dreams defy. 
Shall thy heroick Spirit thus give Place 
T'o filly Dotage, to thy great Diſgrace ? 


KD Utcinns. 
The Young-man yields, being poſſeſt with Fears, 

Or they'd reproach him elſe with Scoffs and Jeers. 

Till Conſcience wakes, and ſtings in bitter ſort, 

Putting a Period to his jovial Sport. 

The Thoughts of Death, which Sickneſs does preſage 

Doth trouble him, he cannot bear the Rage 

Nor inward Gripes of his enlightned Breaſt ; 

And therefore now again he thinks it beſt  * 

To hark to Conſcience, whom he did refuſe, 

And grievouſly did many times abuſe. 5 

© 


38 Truth's Second Sermon. 


Conſctence. 
So mourn thou Wretch, for fad is thy Condition 
N Pour forth amain the Water of Contrition; 
Wilt thou appear to Men, Godly to be, 
When all is nothing but Hypocriſy ? 
J Wilt thou to Truth ſo often lend an Ear, 
And yet to Satan alſo thus adhere ? 
You had as good have kept your former Station, 
As thus to yield a freſh unto Temptation : 
Go unto Truth, if God give Space and Room, 
Before i do pronounce your final Doom. 
Truth. 
Come, come Voung- man, don't thy Convictions 
But cheriſh them, and timely alſo chooſe (loſe, 
j The One Thing needful, which alone is Good, 
That God may waſh thy Soul in Chriſt his Blood. 
Thy Soul is precious, and of greater Worth 
| Then all things elſe that are upon the Earth, 
| For were it poſſible the World to gain, 
4 And could you all its Pleaſure here obtain ; 
And in Exchange your Soul ſhould loſe thereby, 
What would your Profit be, when you muſt die? 
When once thy Soul is loſt, thou loſeſt all; 
Oh! that will be a very diſmal Fall. 
Doſt thou not know what I of Hell declare, 
4 What hideous Howlings of the Damned's there ? 
D How can'ft thou with devouring Fire dwell, 
{ Or lie with Devils in the loweſt Hell? 
ö Thoſe who do in their nat'ral State remain, 
Muſt live for ever in that reſtleſs Pain. 
All Fornicators, Drunkards, and the Lyar, 
Muſt have their Portion in the Lake of Fire, 
With Thieves, Revilers, and Extortioners, 
And ſuch who are moſt vile Idolators: 
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Truth's Second Sermon. 39 
Te Proud, the Swearer, and the Covetous, 

MX God doth pronounce on them the ſelf- ſame Curſe. 
And thoſe who live in vile Hypocriſy, 

Or do backſlide unto Apoſtaly ; 

Let ſuch unto my preſent Words give Heed ; 
Their Pain and Torments ſhall all Mens exceed. 
What wilt thou do, or Whither can'ſt thou fly? 
Where can'ft thou hide from the great Majeſty, 
38 \Vho tries the Reins and ſearches every Heart ? 
8 Since Conſcience ſays that thou moſt guilty art. 
Condemned Soul, thou know'ſt that this is fo. 

| And this moreover, I will plainly ſhow, 

Will come to paſs as ſure as God's above, 
If from all Sin with Speed you don't remove: 
So lure as you do live, when you do die, 

To Hell you go, to all Eternity. 
Except Repentance in your Soul be wrought, 
With Vengeance thither you'll at laſt be brought.. 
In Taphet, that's exceeding large and deep, 
What damned Wretches you muſt always keep. 
O call to Mind what Conſcience doth this Day 
Charge you withal, before you're ſwept away, 
| Leſt you from him do hear no more at all, 
Dill you into thoſe ſcorching Flames do fall. 
What Mercy is't that Conſcience ſtrives fo long, 
And his Convictions ſtill in you are ſtrong! 
O fear, leſt Sin do fear your Conſcience quite, 
And God alſo put out your Candle-Light ! 
He'll give you up unto a Heart of Stone, 
As he in Wrath hath ſerved many a one: 
'Then to repent it.will be much too late ; 
Such is the Danger of a lapſed State. 
Therefore take Heed, and don't this Work delay, 
Nor put it off until another Day: | 
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40 Truth Second Sermon. 
Thy Days on Earth, alas! wife but few; 
They fly away like to the Morning Dew. 
Like as the Clouds and Shadows ſwiftly flies, 
Or Dew doth paſs ſo ſoon as Sun does riſe, 

So fly thy Days, thy golden Months and Years, 
Much like the Bloſſom which moſl gay appears, 
It on a ſudden fades, and does decay; 

So Youth does often wither quite away: 
Thy Age unto the Spring thou do'ſt compare, 
And to the Flowers that appear ſo rare. 
The Flower withers, and hangs down his Head; 
Which curiouſly of late ſo flouriſhed ; 
The Meadows, clad in glorious Array, 
: Are ſoon cut down, and turned into His : 
| Like Fonah's Gourd, which ſprung up in a Night, 
And periſhed as ſoon as it was Light 
Or like a Ghoſt which quickly paſſeth by, 
: Or Weaver's Shuttle which he maketh fly. 
Or as a Ship, when ſhe is under Sail, 
g Moſt ſwiftly runs her Courſe with a full Gale. 
3 So are thy Days; they in like Manner fly. 
How many little Graves may'ſt thou efpy ? 


a Fate fs * 


Come, meaſure now thy Days, and ſee their Length; 
Number em not by Years, by Health nor Strength. 
3 O ! theſe uncertain Rules you muſt refuſe, 

E Tho' tis the general way which moſt Men uſe. 
1 T hey think to live till they old aged are, 
4 *Cauſe their Progenitors long-lived were. 
This Rule from Truth, you fee, does greatly vary; 
7 And ſound Experience ſheweth the contrary. 
You hear the things which you fhould reckon by; 
Things ſwift in Motion, gone moſt ſpeedily. 
Thy Life's uncertain, Youth, tis but a Blait ; 
Thy Sand is little, long it will not laſt ; 

Thy 


Truth's Second Sermon. 41 


= Thy Houſe, tho' new, yet it is very old; 

Gone to Decay, and turning into Mould. 

KW You're born to die, and dead alfo you were 

8 Bcfore you liv'd, or breathed in the Air; 

And die you muſt, before that live you do, 
W Except you die to live, as I do ſhow. 


1 ˙ A 


Thy dreadful Ruin, Soul, is very nigh, 

Unleſs thy Tears prevent it ſpeedily. 
What is thy Purpoſe now ? What's in thy Mind? 
Which way do'ſt think to take, how art inc!1n'd ? 


-  Pouth. 

Thy Ways, © Truth! I am reſolved to run, 
And never more to Sin and Folly turn. 
] tremble at the Thoughts of Neath and Hell; 
My Soul is wounded, and my Wounds do ſwell. 
e beg of Jeſus Chriſt I may obtain 
dome healing Medicine to remove my Pain. 
No Reſt can I, fave in my Duty, find, 
I unto Pray'r am very much inclin'd. 


God 
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God will, I hope, theſe latter Sins forgive, 
Since I more Godly do intend to live 
And ſo reſolve to watch, and take ſuch Care, 
T hat Satan ſhall no more my Soul enſnare. 


He from this Day becomes a great Profeſſor, 


Though far from being yet a true Poſſeſſor: 
Chriſt he has got into his Mouth, and Head, 
And not internally rais'd from the Dead; 

But in Old Adam ſtill he does remain, 

Not knowing what *tis to be Born again 
When Satan ſees it is in vain to ſtrive, 

The Soul into its former State to drive, 

But that it will forſake its Wickedneſs, 
And the ſweet Truth of Jeſus Chriſt profeſs ; 
He yields thereto, reſolving ſecretly 

To blind his Eyes in cloſe Hypocriſy, 

And ſo appear under a new Diſguiſe, 

Moſt ſubtilly the Soul for to ſurprize ; 
Perſuading him the War which he doth find 
Continue daily in his troubled Mind, 

Is faving Grace, againſt Iniquity. 


Which has prevail'd, and got the Victory. 


When it is common Grace (we do fo call) 
And not the Grace that's ſupernatural. 
Here he doth reſt, and ſeem to be at Eaſe, 
When all is done his Conſcience to appeaſe. 
But I'll give Place to this Religious Youth, 


To hear Diſcourſe between him and the T ruth, 


| Pouth. 
Oh! happy I; and blefled be the Day 


T hot unto Truth and Conſcience I give way: 


I would not be in my old State again, 
Might I thereby a thouſand Worlds obtain. 


— 
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= Toth blinded in Hypocriſy, 43 
rom Wrath and Hell my Soul is now ſet free; 
or I don't doubt but I converted be. 
Me Word with Power ſo to me was brought, 
a glorious Change within my Soul was wrought, 
1 Truth. 
= Young-man, take heed, leſt you miſtaken are; 
5 Converſion's hard: It is a thing ſo rare, 
WT hat very few that narrow Paflage enter, 
W [ho for that Way there's Thouſands do adventure, 
4 Teer miſs their Mark: For all their inward Strife, 
They fall far ſhort of the New Creature Life. 
(Come let me hear your Grounds, or Evidence, 
For I don't like your ſeeming Confidence: 
I doubt you're ſtill under the Almighty's Curſe, 
And that your Caſe is bad, if not much worſe 
Than 'twas when you did no Profeſſion make; 
But did your Swing in all Profaneneſs take. 
The Phariſee was a Religious Man, 
Vet nearer Heaven was the Publican 
If ſhort in Chriſt, you fix or faſted do, 
T will be your Ruin and your Overthrow. 
Pouth. 

What do you mean? this Doctrine's too e 
For all may ſee that I converted are: 
But if my Grounds you are reſolved to weigh, 
II quickly tell you what I have to ſay: 
And the firſt Ground which J reſolve to wag 
On this Behalf, to clear and prove the thing, 
Is from Conviction which I have of Sin, 
Which once I hugged, and delighted in. 

Truth. 

Poor Soul, alas! this Reaſon ſoon will fly, 

ror molt do fee their vile Iniquity. 


Wes, The 5 
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44 The Danger of falſe Foundations. 
They are convinced by their inward Light, 
That Sin is odious in Jehovah's Sight. 
But yet vile Sinners are nevertheleſs, 
They don't one Drachm of ſaving Grace poſſeſs. 
King Pharash, Eau, yea and Judas too, 

All were convinced of their Sins you know; 
"That they were Saints there's no Man doth believe 
For all thoſe three the Devil did deceive. 
And has deceived you as I do judge, 
Unleſs you do ſome better Reaſon urge, 
To prove Converſion in your Soul is wrought, 
I do declare your State is very naught. 
How many Men under Conviction lie. 
Yet never Born again until they die? 
What haſt thou elſe to ſay, or to produce, 
Since ſlight Convictions are of little Uſe? 

Rn: —_ 

do not only ſee my Sin, but I 
Do mourn ard grieve for Sin continually : 

And thoſe which do ſo mourn, they bleſſed are, 
Don't you alſo the ſelf ſame thing declare? 
Wruth. 

Nay, hold a Seaſon; thou may'ſt weep amain, 

Yet ſtill in thee may many Evils reign. 

You may lament for Sin as many do, 

Becauſe of Shame, and anxious Pain and Wo, 
Which now it brings, and leads unto 1 tht End; 
And that becauſe thereby you did offend 

The living God, and wound your Saviour, who 
Did for your ſake ſuch Torments undergo. 

Mourn more for th' Evil which doth come thereby, 
Than for the Evil which in it doth lie: 

This Ground is weak, For Eſau it appears 
Did mourn and weep, and let fill bitter Tears; 
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WW Of ſight Convitions. 45 
4 And yet you know that £/au was prophane, | 
and far was he from being Born again. 


Pouth. 
But I go farther yet, I do confeſs 
My horrid Evils, and my Guiltinets. 
I confeſs my Sins, as I have done, 
WG OD he is juſt, and is the faithful One. 
ho will my Sins forgive, and pardon quite, 
He'll blot them out of his moſt precious Sight: 
This being ſo, What Cauſe then can you ſce, 


5 But that I'm turn'd from my Iniquity ? 


Truth. 

This will not do, 'tis not a certain Ground ; 
Some do confeſs their Sins with Hearts unſound; 
When Phra faw the Judgment of the Hall, 
His Heart began then greatly for to fail: 

I've finn'd this time, the Lord is juſt, ſaid he, 

I and my People alſo wicked be. 

Tho” Pharaoh, Saul, and Judas, each of them, 
God did reject, and utterly condemn ; 
Yet theſe when under Wrath, are forc'd to cry 
Lord we have ſinn'd, their Conſcience fo did fly 
Into their Faces that it made them quake, 

And unto God Confeſſion ſtrait to make. a 
Confeſſion al ſo may be made in Part, 

And not of ev'ry Sin that's in the Heart. 

Men may confeſs their Sins, and their great Guilt, 
Who the dire Nature of it never felt: 

Confeſs their Sins in their Extremity, 

W hen Conſcience pinches them moſt bitterly. 
Conſeſs their Sins which they committed have, 
Yet don't intend thoſe curſed Sins to leave. 


d . Pouth. 


46 The licked confeſs their Sins. 
Pouth, 

But I confeſs, and alſo do forſake, 
Therefore my State you very much miſtake, 
Thoſe who confeſs, and do their Sins fore-go, 
God will to them his precious Mercy ſhow : 
Therefore don't trouble me, 't:s very plain, 
I for my part am truly Born again. 

ruth. 

In this alſo you may deceived be, 
Men may forſake all groſs Iniquity, 
Yet in their Souls may ſome ſweet Morſels lie, 
Which they may hug, and keep cloſe ſecretly, 
If the leaſt Sin thou doſt foritke aright, 
All Sins would then be odious to thy Sight. 
Judgment and Reaſon may your Sins oppoſe, 
And utterly with them refuſe to cloſe: 
Yet may thy Will, and thy Affections caſt; t 
To favour ſtill, and love thoſe Sins of thine, | 
If Sin's not out of the Affections caſt ; | 
Thou wilt appear an Hypocrite at laſt; 
If Sin's Pth*Wil}, and the Affections found, 
Tis a true Sign their Hearts are quite unſound, 
Like to tte Seamen, ſome Profeſſors do, 
Who o er- board ſome Goods are forc'd to throw, 
When they do meet with Storms and windy Weather, 
Leaſt all their Goods and Ship do fink together ; 
When in the Soul great Storms and Tempeſt riſe, 
The Devil then may ſubtilly adviſe 
The Soul to throw ſome of his Sins away, 
To make a Calm, that fo thereby he may, 
Perſuade the Soul, the Danger is quite gone, 
And that the Work in him is ſully done. 
"Tis not enough therefore ſorne Sins to leave, 
But ev'ry Sin you muſt reſolye to leave, 
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The N iched confe Te heir Sins. 47 


WE 1:11 cat o'er-board, yea, and that willingly, 
7 Gr elſe you fink to all Eternity : 
Nor by Conſtraint, as Conſcience doth compel, 
FX As ſome are forc'd to do, who like it will, 
Who leave the Act, but love it to retain, 
uch leave their Sins, but yet their Sins remain. 
a Pouth. 
= Theſe are hard Sayings which you do relate, 
And 1 indeed ſhould queſtion my Eſtate, 
uscre't not for other Grounds, and Reaſons clear, 
By which I know that I converted were. 
Sir, there's in me a very glorious Change, 
Moſt Men admire it and do think it ſtrange, 
That one who lately did but ſcoff and jeer 
Thoſe Men and People which I now do hear, 
And follow'd Vice, and ev'ry Vanity, 
Should on a ſudden thus reformed be ;- 
And utterly myſelf alſo deny 
Of my ſweet Joys, and former S 
r | 
From outward Filthineſs a Man may turn, 
And not be chang'd in Heart when he has done. 
An outward Change i in Men there may be wrought, ' 
When that their Hearts within are very naught, 
5 The Swine that wallows in the Mire now, 
May waſhed be, and ſtill remain a Sow. 
Perſons may cleanſe the Outſide of the Cup, 
And Dogs may ſpew their naſty Vomit up, 
But yet do keep their beaſtly Nature till, 
And e'er a while they manifeſt it will. 
Many Profeſſors fall away, and die, 
For want of being changed thoroughly, 
he Pharifee was chang d, he did appear 
Indeed, as if a precious Saint he were, 
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48 Conſcience forceth to leave Sin, 
He differ'd quite from the poof Publican;; 

He thought himfelf a far more happy Man : 
But all this was in Shew, and not in Heart; 
He therefore had in Chriſt no Share, not Part. 
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N Except your Rizhteouſneſs does his excel, $ 
* You in no wiſe thall in God's Kingdom dwell. = 
; Old Herod wilt reform in many things, | 1 
= When once he fins his Conſcience bites and ſtings. d 
| To hear John Baptiſt alſo was he led, Ws E 
4 Yet afterwards deprived him of his Head. F 
3 So far his ſeeming Saint was turn'd aſide, = | 
VN That he alſo cur Saviour did deride ; 14 
4 And then his Men of War ſet him at naught, 8 
1 Whilftt Accuſations they againſt him brought. = 
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Limon the Sorcerer alſo, you read, J 

Was changed ſo, he gave great Care and Heed 1 

To Philip's Preaching; yea, and ſuddenly } 

He leaves his Witchcrafts, and his Sorcery ; 4 

But was a curſed Caitiff all the while, 1 

L 


Like a Sepulchre painted, inwatd vile. 
| | : Another 


The Legal Converts. 49 


Another Man, in ſhew, tis like thou art, 
WY ct not made New, and changed in thy Heart; 
len in thy Life may no great Blemiſh ſpy, 
SY ct in thy Breaſt much Rottenneſs may lie. 
= [owards all Men thy Conſcience may be clear, 
W Conſcience ſo far for thee may Witneſs bear, 
That vou in Morals it may not offend, 
et unto God it may not you commend z 
But otherwiſe it in your Face may fly, 
and you condemn for Sin continually. 
Therefore, O Young-Man, if you look about, 
Of your Converſion you have Cauſe to doubt; 
Satan ſo greatly may your Heart deceive, 
That not one Dram of Grace thy Soul may have, 
Which faving is, and of the purer Kind, 
For that, alas! there's very few do find. 
But I am call'd of God, and do obey | 
The Voice of Truth and Conſcience ev'ry Day. 
God's called Ones, Pam ſure, you can't deny, 
zut they are ſuch whom he doth juſtify. 
Wherefore 'tis clear, and very evident, 
That Grace alone hath made me penitent. 
My Heart is found, my Graces true alſo, 
My Confidence there's none ſhall overthrow. 
— Truth. 
Thou ſeem'ſt too confident, *tis a fad Sign, 
For Fears attend where ſaving Grace doth ſhine. 
] tell thee, Youth, that many called be, 
zut few are choſen from Eternity. 
adus was call'd, and did obey in part, 
And yet he was a Devil in his Heart. 
There 1s an outward and an inward Call. 
The latter only is Effectull. | 
C T herefor, 
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Therefore you muſt produce ſome better Ground, 


R E OO, 7 
P p £ ” 7 1 - 
9 . 2 * — wy = * 2 * 
"— AE ** . Gd W 8 2 
< * * 0 * a 2 3 


ep "4 ah ST 
e c by ** X ER EE age os on oe LS 7 
n * — — v4 5 N * — 1 N SF... x 
D * * 5 „ T ä 
OY 


And out of Satan's Kingdom were not freed, 


50 Few called Effect ally. 


For this don't prove that your Converſion's ſound, 
But that thou may'ſt ſtick faſt ſtill in the Birth, 
Or prove Abortive when thou art brought forth. 
Tis rare, O Youth, for to be born anew, 
And hard te find out when the Work is true. 

__  Pouth., 

Though it be ſo, what Cauſe have I to fear, 
When that my Evidences are ſo clear ? 

I do believe, and truſt in God through Faith, 

And he which doeth ſo, the Witneſs hath 

Within himſelf, and ſhall afluredly 

Be ſaved alſo when he comes to die, 
Conſcience, 

Thou may'ſt believe, as moſt of People do, 
And yet to Hell at laſt thy Soul may go. 
The Faith of Credence it is like you have, 

W hich cannot quicken, purify, or ſave. 
Some Jews believ'd in Chriſt, you alto find, 
Yet to their Luſts, their Hearts were then inclin'd, 


Nor made Diſciples of the Lord indeed. 
Simon the Sorcerer, he did believe, 

Yet did his Soul no faving Grace receive. 

The ſtony Ground with Joy receiv'd the Seed, 
And for a time brought forth, as you may read, 
And yet their Hearts they were but Hearts of Stone, 
Their Faith was temporary, ſoon 'twas gone. 
The Devils do believe as well as you, 

Yea, and confeſs that Jeſus they do know: 
They tremble alſo, when ſome Men can't ſay 
They ever did unto this preſent Day. 

Buch Faith as Devils have, moſt Men obtain, 
Which only ſerves to aggravate their Pain. 


Pd 


True Faith is rare Jewels, 31 


42 * on a Death-bed Conſcience do awake, 
; 1 Twill cauſe em then to tremble and to quake, 
I And roar like Devils when they do py. 

ST ke dreadful Wrath of that great Majeſty 

== Whom they offend, and againſt pureſt Light 

y And Knowledge too moſt wickedly did ſlight. 

W This Faith will ſerve their Grief to aggravate, 

; Bur not to help them out of that Eſtate ; 

W' Tis caſy to believe that Chriſt did die, 

But hard his Blood in Truth for to apply. 

Men may raiſe up the Dead to Life again, 

| As eaſy as true ſaving Faith obtain, 

By their own Power and inherent Skill, 

& Nothing obſtructs it more than Man's own Will, 
Until Almighty Power makes it bend, 

"T will not to Grace nor Jeſus condeſcend. | 
That Pow'r which rais'd up Jeſus from the Dead, 
Works Faith in Saints whereby they're quickened. 
This precious Faith, the Faith of God's Elect, 
As 'tis a Grace, and gloriouſly bedect 

With other Graces, ſo twill never grow 

But in the honeſt Heart, where God doth ſow 
This bleſſed Seed, which like a Garden pure | 
Doth yield its Fruits to th' laſt, you may be ſure z 
And when this Faith is wrought in any Soul, 

It throws down ſelf, and wholly then doth roul 

On Jeſus Chriſt, that moſt beloved One, 

On whom it reſts and doth depend alone : 

If God has wrought this precious Grace in thee, 
din thou doſt hate, yea, all Iniquity ; 

And Luft doth not predominate and reign, 
If thou by Faith art truly Born again. 

Chriſt thou exalteſt, as he's Prieſt and King, 
And as a Prophet too in ev'ry thing 3 

If C's 


He 


52 Faith known by its Fruits. 


He does in in thee wholly the Scepter ſway, 
And thou art govern'd by him ev'ry Day. 
Sin can't prev ail, ſuch is thy happy Caſe, 
If thou haſt gotten this victorious Grace ; Mm, 
It purges: and doth purify the Heart, fy 
Wholly renewing thee in ev'ry Part. —_ 
Men by its Fruits true Faith may come to know, 
And by their Works the ſame alſo do ſhow. 
What Faith is thine? what think ſt thou now of it? 
1 greatly fear *twill prove a Counterfeit ; 
Examine thy Eſtate, and take good heed 
To cloſe with Jeſus Chiiſt, and that with Speed: 
For as the Body without the Spirit 's dead, 
The tame of Faith you know alfo is faid ; 
Without Obedience doth thy Faith attend, 
You'll notwi:hſtanding periſh in the End. 

Pouth. 

T am obedient, and am free to join 
In Fellowſhip with Saints, ſuch Faith is mine: 
J willing' am to do, as to believe, 

The Devil therefore can't my Soul deceive. 

The many Pray'ers I make both Day and Night, 

Do doubtleſs prove that my Convethon 's right. 
Truth. 

I tell thee, Soul, Men may do more than this, 
And yet they may of true Converſion mils, 
Gods Ordinances many do obey, 

And Members of his holy Church are they, 
And Privileges of it ſeem to ſhare, 
As if that they converted truly were, 
They may diſcourſe, and ſcem to be devout, 
And may not be diſcerned, nor found out ; 
They with the Flock may walk, lie down and fee 
And lo remain till many Years ſucceed : ; 

| Nay 
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9 Jay, not diſcovered be until they ſtand 
WA mong the Goats, at Jeſus Chriſt's Left Hand. 
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The fooliſh Virgins join d themſelves with wiſe, 
And for to meet the Bridegroom did ariſe : 
When their Profeſſion was put meer out-lide, 
Who did no Oil, or faving Grace provide. 
Many great Preachers and Diſputers too, 

Chriſt will not own, or any Favour ſhew, 


nt. Tho' in his Name they mighty Works have done, 
WW Hell fay to them, Ve wicked Ones be gone, 


I know you not, therefore be gone from me, 
oil All you vile Workers of Iniquity. 
Lou often ſay you ſeek the Lord in Prayer, 
That you may do, and let fall many a Tear, 
And yet not be in a converted State, 
For many ſeek with Tears when dis too late. 
Others, like Seamen in a Storm do cry, 
When Conſcience doth rebuke them bitterly. 
8 „ 


1 ſect 
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Nay 


54 Fhprocrites not eaſily diſcerned. 


And ſome under Afflictions cry and how], 
And grievouſly their State do then condole 
They Promiſes and Reſolutions make, | 
That they fuch Courſes will no longer take; 
But when the Storm and the Affliction 's o'er, 
They are as bad, nay worſer than before. 
Some pray in Form, and others pray by Art, 
And fome to mend the Badneſs of their Heart; 
Their Hearts are wounded, and then ſpeedily, 
Their Pray'rs to heal it they do ftrait apply: 
They fin by Day, but pray when it is Night, 
Then fin again, but Pray'r doth heal it quite, 
And fo that way poor Conſcience they beguile, 
They hilence him, yet Sinners all the while. 
Their Pray'rs, alas, can't wafh their Filth away, 
Tho' they do nothing elſe both Night and Day. 
"Tis on their Pray'rs they reſt, and do depend, 
Which, like a broken Staff, will fall i'th' End. 
A Saint at Pray'r no Eaſe nor Reſt can gain, 
Unleſs Chrift's Blood thereby he doth obtain, 
And Grace alſo his Sins to mortiſy; 
For Chriſt, as well as Pardon he doth cry: 
But otherwiſe it is with moſt of Men, 
They cry for Pardon, and do alſo then 
In their vile Hearts regard Iniquity ; 
And for this Cauſe God doth their Suit deny. 
Their Prayers are to God Abemination, 
Whilſt they do hide and cover their T ranſgreſhon, 
Some out of Cuſtom do perform their Pray'r, 
Not out of Conſcience, nor from Godly Care; 
And others alſo for Vain-glory Sake, 
Like Phariſees they many Prayers make. 
In Sight of Men, in publick ſuch will pray, 
But in the Cloſet little have to lay, 
They 


by. Typrocyites may make Prayer. 35 
rey with their Mouths and Tongues much Kindneſs 
WF ixing their Hearts on earthly Things below. (ſhow, 
Iris for the Heart that Chrift doth chiefly call, 
and it is Reaſon he ſhould have it all; 

or he the ſame did purchaſe very dear; 

Met Satan has the chief Poſſeſſion there. 

God at the Door, and in the Porch doth ſtand, 
WV hilt Satan may the braveſt Room command. 

WT hcl ope to him, and keep Jehovah out, 

nd vet in Pray'r they ſeem to be devout. 


Sonſe kneel to pray as ſoon as they ariſe, 

And think ſuch Pray'rs for Sin a Sacrifice, 

Riſe up, and to their Looking-Glaſs repair. 
And pride themſelyes in Dreſs and Faſhion there. 
Whoever prays, and prays not fervently, 

In Faith, in Truth, and in Sincerity, 

Their Pray'rs are Sin, and God will not them hear, 
Nor mind their Cry when they to him draw near: 
It's not enough a Duty for to know, 
But how alſo each Duty you ſhould do. 

For Men may Pray, Read, Hear, and Meditate, 
And yet be in an uncor.verted State. 
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56 The Prayer of the Wicked is Sin. 
They outwardly may many T ruths profeſs, 
But not in Heart the Pow er of them poſleſs. 
The Letter of the Law keep as the Shell, 
Yet feed on Husks, and want the true Kernel. 
The Young-Man which to Jeſus Chriſt did run,. 
He many Things as well as you had done, & 
And yet fell ſhort, as you now plainly ſee, 
Of the chief Part of true Chriſtianity. 
What tay you now, O Youth, do you not fear, 
That you by Satan much deceived are? 
Have you no Delilah, which ſecretly 
Doth in your Heart, or in your Boſom lie ? 
Which will at laſt thy precious Soul betray, 
And leave thee to thine Enemy a Prey. 
So Sampſon Was of old entic'd aſide 
To his own Ruin by his treach'rous Bride. 
Don't you to Sin ſome ſecret Love retain ? 
If it be fo, you are not Born again. 
Conſcience I fear, and God's reſtraining Grace, 
Has only ſtopt you in your former Race. 
Like to a Dog that's kept up by a Chain, 
So Conſcience often does from Sin reſtrain ; 
But if the Chain ſhould ſlip, then looſe he goes, 
And preſently his churliſh Nature ſhows. 
To your own Righteouſneſs O do not truſt, 
I fear you do; come ſpeak, or Conſcience muſt, 
Don't you conclude, God is oblig'd to you, 
Since you have let ſo many Evils go, 

And are ſo holy here of late become? 

Are not your Duties ſet up in the room 
And place of Chriſt? O fee you do not make 
A Saviour of your own, for Jeſus Sake! 
Did ever Sin, fintul to you avpcar, 
And, as tis Sin, to it great Hatred bear? 
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"2 Of reſtraining Grace. 57 
RV ould you not ſin, were there no Hell of Pain, 
3 Becauſe you know the Lord doth it diſdain ? 
7 Rather, is't not thro' Fear of Puniſhment, 
jp You thus begin of late for to relent? 
| | Ordo there not ſome carnal, baſe Deſign 
Move thee ſo far unto God's Truth to join? 
Is not thy End to get a Name thereby, 
| | Or only done Conſcience to fatisfy ? 
Or done to free thee from Reproach and Shame, 
W hich Sin doth bring upon a Perſon's Name ? 
Haſt not it done, and wiſely caſt about 
Such Ways for to prevent a Bankrupt? 
Or done for to augment thy outward Store? 
Or ſave thy Stock, and add unto it more? 
For riotous Living, which attends thy Age, 
Conſumes apace, and Want it doth preſage. 
Come ſpeak, O Youth, and be thou not unfree 
To let me underſtand how *tis with thee. 
Come, call to mind, what thou haſt heard of late, 
And thereby judge of this thy preſent State. 
Pouth. 

I do not fee but my Condition's good, 
I have ſuch Hope and Faith in Chriſt's dear Blood. 
'Fho' many Impertections I do ſee, |! 
Yet God is gracious and will pardon me; 
For there are many Failings in the beſt: 
What is amiſs I 1l mend; and fol reſt. 

Truth. | 

Thy Hope will fail like to a Spider's Web, 
Thy Flood of Confidence W ill have its Ebb; 
If you prove guilty of thoſe things that I 
Did unto thee ſo lately ſignify, 
Thy Sports will not be like the Sports of had: 
Which God for Children to himtelf hath choſe,” 
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58 Hypocrites Hopes do periſh. 
And ſince you are ſo loth for to be try'd, 
Fearing you ſhould alſo ſome Evils hide; 1 
To Conſcience I'M appeal, you have done Wrong 
To ſtop his Mouth, and hinder him ſo long; is 
He's ſo enlightned now, he can. declare * 
As much as we at preſent need to hear. 
He'll ſpeak the Truth, and his Opinion too, 
| And nothing will he hide which he does know. 
f If unto him you do attend with Care, 
| No other Need of Witnelles is there : 
ö If he, O Voung- man, be but on your Side, 
And is your Friend, you need none elſe provide; 
But if againſt you, and does prove your Foe, 
With Vengeance then be ſure down will you go. 
But if you will not hear what he ſhall ſay, 
He'll make you tremble at the Judgment Day. 
Conſcieuce, 1 do i'th' Name of the Great King, 
Require you forth your Evidence to bring 
Againſt this Man; accuſe, or ſet him free, 
According as you find his State to be. 
Stand up for Jeſus Chriſt your ſov'reign Lord, 
And judge for him as he doth Light afford. 
Be not deceiv'd by Luft a Bribe to take, 
But judge by Law, Chriſt's Honour lies at Stake. 
For to ſpeak home and loud have you forgat ? 
Is he converted now? or is he not? 
What do you fay, your Teſtimony give; 
Is all Sin dead, or doth there any live? 
Is he new-born, and chang'd in every Part, 
| Or is't in Shew only, and not in Heart? 
| Come ſpeak your Mind, you are oblig'd thereto, 
, For it's an Office Heaven's appointed you. 
| That Sinners may have nothing left to ſay, 
When God ſhall try each Soul Pth' 3 
ons 
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Conſcience's Teſtimony. 59 
Conſcience. 


Fir, ſay no more, I am at your Command. 
And you ſhall hear how Things at preſent ſtand, 
e hath, O Truth, almoſt deceived me, 
Eg By's late Pretences unto Sanity, : 
hut having now afreſh receiv'd more Light, 
l 1 muſt declare he was a Hypocrite. 
W He's not renew'd, or truely Born again. 
Wich I to you ſhall clearly now explain. 
For, firſt of all, his Faculty call'd Will, 
That is perverſe, and very wicked till ; 
Though I ſtir up to Goodneſs ev'ry Hour, 
Will doth oppoſe it with his greateſt Pow'r. 
| He'll never pray in private Day or Night, 
But I muſt force him to't with all my Might: 
The Old Man is not ſlain, I do eſpy, 
But has much Favour ſhown him ſecretly. 
Although I force him into Holes to run, 
Yet he doth nouriſh him when all is done. 
His Love and his Affections are for Sin, 
And fo in truth they ever yet have been. 
He's troubled more at Sin becauſe of Guilt, 
Than at the Odium of it's curſed Filth. 
When he's abroad among Religious Men, 
Preciſe and zealous he is always then ; 
But when amongſt ſuch who ungodly be, 
He ſuits himſelf to their vile Company. 
Some Sins are left which Men condemn as groſs, 
Yet one he hugs and keeps it very cloſe: 
Luſt doth bear Rule, and much predominate, 
And he on it doth love to ruminate. 
Pleaſant to him is all its ſecret Charms, 
And. Thought of private Luſts his Spirits warms : 
, The” he may others outwardly rebuke, 
s And like a Saint moſt Prey ſeem.to look, 


It's 


&o Conſcience's Teſtimony. 


It's Shame and outward Fear doth him reſtrain, 
Or elſe the Act he would commit again. 
If be from outward Blots can keep his Name, 
That Saints can't him accuſe, or juſtly blame, 
He's fatify'd, and very well content, 
Tho' to his Peace I never gave Conſent. 
Speak he oft-times doth ſpeak unto his Soul, 
| And ſcarce will ſuffer me him to controul, 
; When I ſometimes do catch him in a Lie, 
And doreprove him tor Hypocriſy, 
To ſtop my Mouth, he vows he will with Speed 
Amend what is amiſs, and take more heed : 
Nay, more than this of him I cou'd relate, 
Shewing you how you've hit his preſent State. 
But that he will not ſuffer me to ſpeak ; 
| He blinds my Eyes, that ſo I might not rake 
4 Into his Heart and Life, leſt he thereby 

Meet with great Shame for his Iniquity. 


Truth. 


Conſcience, forbear, you need not to enlarge, 
If you do lay theſe things unto his Charge, 
N His Soul's undone. The Goſpel he')] roſe, 
But ſtill remain ''th' Land of Bitterneſs, 
; Is this the Saint that ſeemed ſo preciſe, 
1 And did appear God's Statutes much to prize? 


F A Saint in fhew, a Devil in his Heart, 
; And muſt with Devils 1 have a Part; 
0 The Day is coming, and is very near, 


When Hypocrites ſhall be ſurpriz'd with Fear, 

The everlaſting, burning, fiery Lake, 

Is made more hot on purpoſe for his Sake. 

But ſince you are not ſeal'd, nor I yet gone, 

Before vie leave him quite, 0 you go on; - 
Ct 


el 
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L et us purſue him ſtill, for who doth know, 
BE What God may yet upon his Spirit do ? 
lf God grant him one Dram of ſaving Grace, 
Phat will yet do, tho' 'tis a doubtful Caſe 


Whether or no God will his Grace afford 
To ſuch as he, who thus offends the Lord. 
For ſuch whom Satan Goth this way deceive, 


W 1:'s hard to bring them truly to believe. 


He never was convinced thoroughly 

Of Sin, and of his nat'ral Miſery : 

His loſt Eſtate he truly never ſaw, 

Nor what it is for to trangreſs God's Law; 
Now he's undone thereby; he never knew 


| Not what for Sin Original was ever due. 


He never ſaw the great Neceſſity 

Of Feſus Chriſt; he never did eſpy, 

But on falſe Bottoms he has built, it's clear. 

[ do conjure you therefore to declare 

Him utterly unnclean from Tep to Toe, 

And let him underſtand you are his Foe. 

T he Plague is in his Head, and no Place free, 

But in his Heart it rages deſperately, 

Launce him then to the quick, and make him fee} 
Such heavy Blows, as may cauſe him to reel. 


Conſcience.. 


Come, come, O Young Man, liſten unto me, 
J will no longer thus deceived be. | 
I from God's Word Commiſhon have anew, 
To tell thee what is like for to enſue ; 
For all thy Hopes, and ſeeming godlv Show, 


Thou art a wetched Sinner, thou doſt know. 


Doſt think on Conſcience to commit a Rape, 
And yet God's dreadful Vengeance to eſcape ? 
Dar'ſt 


62 The cruel Gripes of Conſerence. 
Dar'ſt thou again, under a new Diſguiſe, 
Encounter with thoſe former Enemies ? 
You are the ſame, I'm ſure, although you have 
Changed your Coat poor Mortals to deceive. 
Ungodly Wretch, doſt thou not dread my Name? 
I'm come once more againſt thee to proclaim 
A ſecond War; and to declare alſo 
God's ftill thy Enemy, and bitter Foe. 
His Sword is whet, his Bow he'll alſo bend, 
To cut down thoſe that. do like thee offend. 
Nought he hates more than vile Hypocriſy, 
And from his Preſence, Youth, thou canſt not fly. 
| Pouth. 
Conſcience, be ſtill, tho? I a Sinnewbe, 
T here's none doth know it now, but only thee, 
Conſcience. 
Deceived Soul! Doth none know it but I? 


Where's the Great GOD ? Is he not alſo nigh? 


Doſt think, vain Youth, the interpoſing Cloud, 
From God's all- ſearching Eye, can be a Shrowd ? . 
Or doſt thou think God's Seat is ſo on high, 
That he cannot thy inward Thoughts eſpy ? 
None knows but me? Know'ſt thou not who I am ? 
Have I not Power to accuſe and damn? 

Should I be ſtill, it would be a fad Day, 

Unleſs thy Sins were purged clean away: 

And whilft I ſpeak, and thou doſt top thine Ear, 
Nothing but Wars and Tumults thou wilt hear. 

P11 never fide with thee, nor take thy Part, 

Whilſt horrid Guilt remains in thy baſe Heart. 

Nor would I mind thy Flattery, or Frown, 
Were thou the higheſt Prince of great Renown, 
That ever did on Earth a Scepter ſway, 


Before thy Face, I would thy Evils lay : 


For 
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For whece I am an Enemy indeed, 
JI plague that Heart until I make it bleed. 


: | Whate'er you think, or ſpeak, or act, or do, 


Of it, poor Soul, I very well do know; 
Thy fecret Luſt, and what is done, i'th' Night, 
Which thou aſhamed art ſhould come to Light; 


] then am nigh, and know 1t very well, 


Nay more than this, I am reſolv'd to tell : 
] unto thee ſhall prove an Enemy, 
When thou art brought into Adverſity, 


| When painful Sickneſs comes, then thou ſhalt ſee 


Death flying ſwift to make an End of thee. 
All conqu'ring Death will not regard thy Strength, 
But will convey thee to the Grave at length; 


So Sampſon ſtout he brought unto the Ground, 

And Alexander great his Dart did wound. 

Then my black Bill againſt thee will be large, 

For then againſt thee I will bring a Charge, 

Which will like Aſhes make thy Viſage look, 

And wound thy Soul as if a Knife was * 
| to 


- Yea, and ſhall ſpeak more plain than now I can, 


But Satan then ſhall no more Power have 


| Young he thou ſhalt not haye one Word to ſay. 
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Into thy very Heart, and make thee mourn, 
And curſe the Day that ever thou waſt Born. 
I'll make thee clearly underſtand in th' End, 

W hat 'tis, vile Sinner, Conſcience to offend. 
Hearken again, for I have more to ſay ; 

When this Life's ended, there's another Day. 
Look now about thee, Duth, for there's to come 
The black, the dark, the dreadful Day of Dem. 
When thou doſt die, I'll bite and ſting thy Soul, 
Whilſt burning in the Flames it doth condole 
Its damned State for yielding unto Sin, 

Which has alone the Ruin of it been. 

And alſo when i'th' Judgment-Day you ſtand, 
Among the Goats at Jeſus Chriſt's Left Hand, 
Thy dreadtul State and Trial there to hear, 
Then I againft theedtraitways muſt appear, 
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Becauſe I'm clouded by the Fall of Man; 
And am by Satan oftentimes miſled, 

So that I'm quite unable rendered 

A true and right Deciſion to make, 

He fo beguiles me that I do miſtake, 
And a wrong Judgment oftentimes retain 
Till Truth ſets me into the Light again; 
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Man's wretched ſinful Heart for to deceive 

F in that Day ſhall you provoke and urge, 
For to confeſs with Shame before the Judge. 
Thy evil Luſt and clofe Hypocriſy, 

Unto thy own eternal Miſery ; 

I ſhall accuſe thee ſo, in that great Day, 
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np inward Parts ſo open'd then ſhall be, 

hat nothing ſhall be hid i'th' leaſt from me; 
and I before the dreadful Judge ſhall ſhew 
All ſecret Things that ever you did do. 

And in your Face fo hercely alſo fly, 

W That you with Horror ſhall be fore'd to cry, 
Guilty, Guilty, O Lord; then you muſt hear 


The dreadful Sentence which no one can bear, 
Go, Go, ye curſed ; that's a Word of Ire; 
And you muſt down into eternal Fire, 
Where Hypocrites and Unbelievers lic, 

Broiling in Pain to all Eternity. 

And as the Fire evermore will burn, 

And thou from thence ſhall never more return, 
So alſo I ſhall then afflict your Soul, 

Whilſt you in ſcalding Sulphur Flames doſt rol}, 
I, like a Worm, or Serpent then will bite, 
And gnaw thy Soul, thou curſed Hypocrite. 

T hoſe inward Stings which always thou wilt find, 
Or cruel Gnawnines in the tortur'd Mind, 

Will then increaſe, and aggravate thy Woe, 

In ſuch a Sort, there is no T ongue can ſhow. 
You then will think how, you did me abuſe, 
And my good Counſel utterly refuſe ; 

Your baſe Delays, and Put-offs you'll repent, 
And that your Time ſo foolithly you ſpent : 

'T hat you to Love, which unto Luſt you bore, 
Should loſe your Soul, and that for evermore. 
To think how near you were to your Salvation, 
Will prove another grievous Aggravation, - 
To bid ſo fair for Heaven, yet io miſs, 

What greater Trouble can there be than this ? 
To ſee the Ship i' ch! Mouth of Heaven loſt, 
That doth, ye know, perplex the Merchant mo 
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III tell you alſo how you wilfully 
Brought on yourfelf that dreadful Miſery ; 
And how I did oft-times to you declare 
The bitter Torments which you then muſt bear ; 
And what your Pride and Luſt will bring you to, 
If you did not reſolve to let them go. 
Ab! thou wilt ſee that thou art quite undone, 
And how all Hopes for evermore are gone. i 
Thoughts of theſe golden Seaſons once you had, 
And vainly loſt, will then be very fad. 
Thou mightſt, hadft thou improv'd the Means of 
Beheld with Saints God's reconciled Face, (Grace, 
And enter'd Paradiſe, where Angels ling 
Anthems of Joy to their Eternal King: 
Thou mightſt have ſung to him melodious Pſalms. 
With thoſe, whoſe Hands ſhall bear triumphant 
Who with eternal Love ſhall raviſh'd be, (Palms. 
Reigning with Chriſt to all Eternity. 
Heav'n is a Place whoſe Glory doth excel; 
The Thoufandth Part of it no Tongue can tell, 
For who'd loſe Chriſt, and his immortal Treaſure, 
For one baſe Luſt, and Moment's time of Pleaſure 
But if what's ſaid of Heav'n will not invite thee, 
Then let Hell's Torments with its Vengeance fright 
And make thee yield to Truth without Delays, (thee, 
Before God puts a Period to thy Days. 
As Eye can never ſee, nor Tongue expreſs 
The Glory which God's Saints in Heav'n * 
So there's no Man which can conceive the Wo 
That Souls ſhut up in Hell do undergo. 
If Men eould number all the Stars in Heaven, 
Or count the Dutt which with the Wind 1s driven, 
Or tell the Drops of Water in the Seas, 
Or go the Sands; then might a Man, with Eaſe, 
% 
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Declare 
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Declare the Nature of that dreadful Pain, 
wich damned Souls for ever muſt ſuſtain ; 
But Stars, nor Duſt, nor Drops, nor Sands can be 
Namber'd by any one, neither can he 
Expreſs the Nature of God's dreadſul Ire, 
Which Souls lie under in eternal Fire. 
In Hell all's Death, and yet there is no Dying, 
Nought there is heard but a moſt hidious Crying. 
There Pains end not, from it there's no Exemption 
There Cries admit no Hell, there's no Redemption; 
For none to pity them, nor hear their Groans, 
Whilſt they do make their lamentable Moans. 
The Lord who dy'd, will then rejoice to ſee 
Vengeance pour'd forth upon thoſe Souls that be 
Veſſels of Wrath; who for rejecting Grace, 
> MMuſt have their Portion in that doleful Place, 
No earthly Pains or Torments, can declare 
The woful Anguiſh which the Damned bear : 
For if thoſe Plagues could be defined by Men, 
Infinite Puniſhments twould not be chen, 
„ Infinite Wrath it is to fatisfy ; 
; And God be ſure will Juſtice magnify. 
Didſt thou but hear the Groans, and hideous Cry 
Of Souls condemned to Eternity, 
ow it would ſcare, and cauſe thy Heart to ake, 
ind ev'ry Limb to tremble and to quake: 
hink, think on this, before the Time doth come, 
hat God doth paſs on thee thy final Doom. 
Truth. Peace 
Vhat ſay'ſt thou now? How canſt thou fleep in 
Puutil theſe in ward Gripes of Conſcience Gase? 
n, How canſt thou think i'th' leaſt thy State is good, 
Vhen Conſcience ſwells, and makes ſo great a F lood? 
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Or raiſes Storms and T empeſts in thy Breaſt, 
Becauſe of Sin, he will not let thee reſt. 
Come, make a Search, Conſcience is not miſled, 
The very Truth before you he has ſpread. 
What will you do at Death and Judgment-Day, 
If Conſcience thus you flight and difobey ? | 
Make Peace with God, for worſer arehis Cries 
Than it ten thouſand Witneſſes ariſe 
Againſt thy Scul: Twill be a dreadful thing, 
To have thy Conſcience then to bite and ſting. 
| Pouth. 

Some Comfort, Truth, alas! my Soul doth melt; 
Such Gripes as theſe what Man has ever felt !? 
I have ſome Doubt my Cauſe is very naught, 
And that Converſion is not truly wrought. 
My Heart condemns me, and doth me reprove, 
*T is thou alone which canſt my Grief remove. 

ö Drutg. 

Before you have a Plaiſter for your Sore, 
Your Wound muſt yet be ſearch'd a litile more. 
If ſlightly heal'd, only for preſent Eaſe, 
The Remedy's as bad as the Diſeaſe. | 
Doſt know what Time thou didſt this Wound teceive ? 
"Tis worſer far, I fear, than you believe: 


*Tis deep, it ſtinks ; yea, and is venomous, 


Ard doth expoſe thee to God's dreadful Curſe. 
T by State is bad, thou haſt thy mortal Wound; 
No Limb or any Part of thee is ſound : 

If thou couldſt live, and never more offend, 
Yet, by the Law, thy Soul is quite condemn'd. 
If from all actual Sin you might be clear, 
Yet, by the Law, you ſtill moſt guilty are 
Of former Crimes, Treaſon and Felony, 
And Jultice doth aloud for Vengeance cry: 


* 


Nos 


Ee? 


Nos 


And thi Day of Execution drawing on ; 


* 
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Nor will ſhe Pardon or Reprieve give forth 


Fo any Sinner living on the Earth. 
Againſt thee for the Sentence is forth gone, 


Nought is between thee and eternal Death, 
zut ſome ſhort Hours of uncertain Breath. 
Sin is ſo vile, and Juſtice ſo ſevere, 
That in the leaſt *twould not Chriſt Jeſus ſpare : 
But Juſtice he muſt fully ſatisfy, 
Who came to be Man's bleſt Security. 
And fince in Chriſt thou haſt no Share or Part, 
See what a fſelf-condemned Soul thou art. 
Pouth. 

(). curſed Sin! is this my ſaid Condition ? 
ruth, I believe, has made a right Deciſion. 
have my Soul deceived all : along, 
'Fho' in my Heart Convictions oft were ſtrong. 
Oh! horrid Luſt, and baſe deceitſul Devil, 
Is this the Fruit of your ſweet pleaſing Evil: | 
And thou falſe World too, what art thou to me * 


For I, alas! am ruined by thee. 


O! whither ſhall I fly? what Path untrod, 
For to eſcape th' incenſed Wrath of God? 

Will none for me ſome ſecret Place provide, 
Where I from flaming Vengeance cloſe may hide ? 
Truth. 

Vain is all this; for none can find a Place 
To hide from God ; ſuch is thy bitter Caſe; 
If to thy Ends of all the Earth you fly, 
Vengeance will you purſue with Hue and Cry. 
If you ſhould take ſome ſudden haſty Flight, 
TI : ſeek {ome Shelter in the Shade of Night, 
Twould alſo fail thee, tho' it ſhould be done; 
For unto God Darkneſs and Light is one. 1 

an 
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Or raiſes Storms and Tempeſts in thy Breaſt, 
Becauie of Sin, he will not let thee reſt. 
Come, make a Search, Conſcience is not miſled, 
The very Truth before you he has ſpread. 
What will you do at Death and Judgment-Day, 
If Conſcience thus you flight and diſobey! | 
Make Peace with God, for worſer arehis Crics 
Than if ten thouſand Witneſles ariſe 
Againſt thy Scul : Twill be a dreadtul thing, 
To have thy Conſcience :hen to bite and ſting. 
Pouth. 

Some Comfort, Truth, alas! my Soul doth melt; 
Such Gripes as theſe what Man has ever felt ? 
I have ſome Doubt my Cauſe is very naught, 
And that Converſion is not truly wrought. 
My Heart condemns me, and doth me reprove, 
"T is thou alone which canſt my Grief remove. 

| EM a. 

Before you have a Plaiſter for your Sore, 
Your Wound muſt yet be ſeaich'd a little more. 
If ſlightly heal'd, only for preſent Eaſe, 
The Remedy's as bad as the Diſeaſe. i 
Doſt know what Time thou didſt this Wound receive ? 
Tis worſer far, I fear, than you believe : 
"Tis deep, it ſtinks ; yea, and is venomous, 
Ard doth expoſe thee to God's dreadful Curſe. 
TT by State is bad, thou haſt thy mortal Wound; 
No Limb or any Part of thee is ſound : 
If thou couldſt live, and never more offend, 
4 Vet, by the Law, thy Soul is quite condemn'd. 
3 If from all actual Sin you might be clear, 
9 Yet, by the Law, you ſtill moſt guilty are 


3 Of former Crimes, Treaton and Felony, | 
1 Ind ultice doth aloud for Vengeance cry: 
"4 | No! 
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Nor will ſhe Pardon or Reprieve give forth 
o any Sinner living on the Earth. 
195 Againſt thee for the Sentence is forth gone, 
And thi Day of Execution drawing on ; 
Nought is between thee and eternal Death, 
But ſome ſhort Hours of uncertain Breath. 
Sin is ſo vile, and Juſtice lo ſevere, 
That in the leaſt *twould not Chriſt Jeſus ſpare ; 
But Juſtice he muſt fully ſatisfy, 
) Who came to be Man's bleſt Security. 
25 ſince in Chriſt thou haſt no Share or Part, 
See what a ſelf- condemned Soul thou art. 
Pouth. 
O curſed Sin! is this my ſaid Condition? 
Pruth, I believe, has made a right Deciſion. 
1 have my Soul deceived all along, 
'Tho* in my Heart Convictions oft were ſtrong. 
Oh! horrid Luſt, and baſe deceitſul Devil, 
Is this the Fruit of your ſweet pleaſing Evil . 
And thou falſe World too, what art thou to me? 
e? For I, alas! am ryined by thee. 
O! whither ſhall I fly ? what Path untrod, 
For to eſcape th' incenſed Wrath of God! E 
Will none for me ſome ſecret Place provide, 
here I from flaming Vengeance cloſe may hide? 
Truth. 
Vain is all this; for none can find a Place 
To hide from God ; ſuch is thy bitter Calc ; 
It to thy Ends of all the Earth you fly, 
Vengeance will you purſue with Hue and Cry. 
If you ſhould take ſome ſudden haſty Flight, 
T 2 ſeek {ome Shelter in the Shade of Night, 
Not] *T wouſd alſo fail thee, tho' it ſhould be done; 
For unto God Darkneſs and Light is one. x 
an 
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Can Rocks, doſt think, prevent, yea, or reſtrain 
The Stroke of Juſtice, and not fly in twain? 
There is no Sea, nor Shade, nor Rock, nor Cave, 
Which can from V engeance ſhelter thee, or ſave, 
The Sea would part, the hard'ned Rock will ſplit, 
Where Juttice aims, ber fiery Darts muſt hit. 
Canſt thou eſcape? alas! what Place is there 
To hide from him, who's preſent ev'ry where? 
Pouth. 5 | 
Oh! Truth, what ſhall I do? how can I ſtand, 
Or bear thoſe Tortures of God's heavy Hand | ? 
My Spirit may Infirmities ſuſtain, f 
But who can help this inward cutting Pain ? | 
Is there no Help, no Salve, to heal my Wound? 
What! no Phyſician for me to be found ? ] 
Will Tears nor Prayers, no Help at all aftord, ( 
Nor Watchings, Fattings, Hearing of the Word 
Or it that I could live, and fin no more ? 
O what is Sin? and what's my gangrene Sore? MW 
O what's the Nature of Iniquity, 
If nought my Soul can cleanſe or purify ? 
Ah! I am loſt, the Caſe is truly ſo; 
I am undone, and know not what to do; 
Have you no Word of Comfort now for me? 
Oh! muſt I die in this Exttemity ? 
Truth, 
Doſt find thyſelf fick at the very Heart ? 
And doth my Searching make thy Wounds to ſmart ! 
Doth Sin, as Sin, upon thy Spirits lie ? 
And doth its Weight and Burden make thee cry ? 
Doſt know thy Wound is epidemical, 
And that for thee, there is no Help at all, U 
By Law or Levite? Doſt thou ſee thy Loſs, A. 
And thy own &ightogulnels to de but Droſs? l 


Pouth. 


— — 


Glad Tidings. 71 

| Pouth. 

know not what to ſay, I am in Doubt, 

Some Sin is hid, which yet I can't find out, 

My Heart is deep, and very traiterous, 

Every Day I find it worſe and worſe. 

I grieve for Sin, and yet I am in dread, 

T hat I in Sin am greatly hardened. 

Yet this, O Truth, I hope is wrought in me, 

Sin I do hate, as tis Iniquity. 

nd 1 would not Chriſt offend, nor grieve again, 
Were there no Hell, or Place of future Pain : 
O that e'er I againſt the Lord ſhould fin ; 
Who has to me ſo Good and Gracious been? 

|? Againſt the Lord, againſt the Lord alone, 
Have I this horrid Evil often done. 
Ou! I do fee that I in Sin am dead, 

rd And my Iniquity 's gone o'er my Head, 
As a great Burden, which I cannot bear ; 

? Oh! chat might but of a Saviour hear. 


Truth. 
Come, Youth, chear up, if this be ſo indeed, 
[ tell thee then, Chriſt for thy Soul did bleed, 
Glad Tidings now I unto thee do bring, 
There's Mercy for thee, in the heav'nly King. 
Chriſt, to appeaſe God's Wrath, did hither come, 
And I am ſent by him, to call thee home. 
[Riſe up, rife up, his Blood for to apply, 
hart? And thou ſhalt ſoon be healed perfectly. 


Ah! could I but believe what thou doſt ſay 
Unto my Soul, *twould be a joyful Day. 
Alas, on me a mighty Burden lies, 
cannot ftir, nor Power have to riſe. 


outh.| | on 
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52 Truth direFeth the Young Man. 


Can Lagarus, who in the Grave doth lie, 


Death s cruel Fetters, and the Bands untie ? 
Can ke awake? What Power hath he to ſtrive ? 
When dead and ſtinks ? alas ! he can't revive, 
Altho' but four Days dead: How then ſhall I, 


Who have lain dead in my Iniquity, 


Ever ſince Adam, as it plain appe: 
Which is indeed above hve e nd Years ? 
Jehot eh, who at firit my Heart did —_ 
Muſt by his Pow r it into Pieces take 

That ſo he may create my Heart anew, 

E'er Good trom Chrift doth to my Soul accrue - 
"Tis he mutt give me Power to will, and do, 
And riſe me up, cer J can ſtand or go. 


Truth. 


Though that be true, yet hearken unto me, 
And take Counſel which Tl! give to thee; 
And thou ſhalt find, as ſure as God's above, 
He will thy Fears, and all thy Doubts remove; 
And raiſe thee up out of the empty Pit, 
And on a Rock alſo will ſet thy Feet. 
Firſt Thing of all, which I to you commend, 
Be ſure you don't your Conſcience more offend. 
He that in Morals walks not faithfully, 
No Marvel * tis if Chriſt doth paſs him by. 
In ev'ry Nation thoſe accepted are, 
Who walk up uprightly, and the Lord do fear. 
Thoſe who do follow on to know the Lord, 
He will to them his ſaving Help afford. 
I do exhort you in the ſecond Place, 
For to attend upon all Means of Grace. 
Do not neglect to hear God's holy Word, 
But prize each Seaſon which the bleſſed Lord 
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/ 
; p'caſed Mercy on you to beſtow, 
For un'o you thereby much Good will fl w, 
My third Advice make uſe of fpeedi'y, 
Lift up your Voice unto the Lord on high, 
Pour ferth your Scul to him both Night and Day, 
And you'll prevail, though he at firſt ſay ny, 
]hough you at firit may with Repulſes meet, 
Y-ur Soul yet proſtrate at Jehovah's Peet. 
He's full of Bowels, 1. nz he can't refrein, 
bet he comes forth to eaſe you of your Pain. 
Thy Prayers and Tears, and ſpiritual Contrition, 
W:]] move his Heart to fend thee a Phyſician :; 
Chriſt's Blood will heal, twill cleanſe and purify, 
It now the ſame by Faith you do apply, 
such Grief is thine, no Med'cine will do good, 
N r heal thy Soul, but thy dear Saviour's Blood, 
The good Samaritan will ciſt a Look, | 
Though thou of Pr.eit and Levite art forſook; 
Inothy Wounds t e'I] put in Oil and Wine, 
Tie which will heal that bleeding Soul of thine. 
Oy to God, my Sifſtes Grace to to fend, 
lis the, at laſt, will prove thy ſpecial Friend. 
God is pie iſed bu: to ſind her down, 
Thy Head with Glory ſhe will ſtraightu ay crown, 
but here I'll advertize thee firſt of all, 
Fe ſure y u do {or the right Siſter call; 
For there are two, and both of ote sur- name, 
lhe one is lovely fair, the other lame: 
The one is common, the other chaſte and pvie, 
And will be true to tFee, thou may'Rt be ture, 
The ore will dwell where Sin predominates, 
The cther Joaths and bitterly it ha es; 
And makes 3 thorow Change where the doth dwell, 
And will all Filth out of thatHeart expe), 


10 D » _ Where 


That's oppoſite unto the Prince of Light : 
And quite forſake his former Garriſon. 


And curſed Pride, and Malice, -ev'ry Sin 


*Tis ſhe brings down the proud and lofty Mind, 


Each Dalilab, and all Hypocriſy. 


Tiis ſhe muſt thee adorn and beautify, 


74 Truth direFs to the Young Man. 


Where ſhe doth take up her ſure dwelling Place, 
Rare is the Nature of true ſaving Grace; 

Thy ſtubborn Will ſhe'll make for to ſubmit, 
And thy Affections change, as ſhe thinks fit. 

The old Man ſhe will into Pieces tear, 
She'll cut and kill, and nothing will ſhe ſparc, 


She'll put the Devil to a ſpeedy F light: 
She || make him leave his ſtrongeſt Hold, and run, 


She'll take no Pity on the Old Man's Age, 
She'll pay him off, for all his Wrath and Rage, 


Which of long Time he has the Author been. 
*T is ſhe can work upon the Covetous, 

And change his Heart, to keep an open Houte, 
"Togive and to diſtribute of his Store, 

To the cleathing and refreſhing of the Poor, 


W hich nat'rally was to that Vice inclin'd, 

*T'is ſhe can tame the wild ſtrong-headed Youth, 
And make the Lyar always tell the Truth. 

*T'is ſhe which makes the Froward very Meek, 
And the Revengeful not Revenge to ſeek. 

Tis ſhe which quenches young Men's luſtful Fire, 
And makes them to dildain that baſe Deſire. 

*Tis ſhe will make thy Soul tor to defy 


She's like to Wine and Oil, and will give Peace, 
And inward Joy, which never more w ill ceaſe. 
*Tis ſhe muſt put Chriſt's bleſſed Robcs on thee, 
And bring thy Soul out of Captivity. 


E 


And make thee lovely in Chriſt Jeſus Eye. | 
| Oh! 


— —_ 
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Oh! ſhe'll inflame thy Soul with precious Love 
== To Chriſt alone, which none ſhall &er remove. 
eis ſhe that ties that conjugal bleſt Knot, 
W hich can't be broken, or ever be forgot : 
'T'is ſhe that makes Chriſt and the Saints but one, 
And makes them of his very Fleſh and Bone. 
'T'is ſhe will help thee in the Time of Need, 
Yea, a Diſciple will make thee indeed. 
And this to ſee I alſo mult declare, 
Thou of this Grace ſhalt have a Part and Share 
Since twas for thee thy precious Lord did die, . 
He can't thy Soul of ſaving Grace deny. 
Give him no Reſt "till more he doth give forth, 
For to compleat thee in a ſecond Birch. 
Pe earneſt with him, ſtrive to hold him faſt, 
And thou, like Zach, wilt prevail at laſt. 
3 ho” he at brit may ſeem to ſtop an Ear, 
Vet Importunity will make him hear. 
Thy Time, I'm ſure, it is the Time of Love, 
Ard thy deep Wounds will make him from above, 
To pity thee, and for to caſt an Eye, 
As thou polluted in thy blood doſt lie: 
Yea, manifeſt to thee ſuch Conſolation, 
As for to cloath thee with his own Salvation 
Come, make a Trial, and do not deſpair, 
Look up to Heav'n, Soul, thy Help is there. 


Thy Counſel I refolve to take with Speed, yy . 
If *cwas for me Chriſt on the Croſs did bleed: 
I will ſend up a Sigh, a bitter Groan, 

And earneſtly implore his gracious Throne. 1 

O moſt holy God, who dwelleſt in the Light, = 

Oh! what am I before thee in thy Sight ? = 
D 2 Wilt 


76 The Voung Man's Prayer. 
Wilt thou attend, or lifen to my Cry? 
Theu knowſt my Grief, and where my Pain doth lie. 
Canſt thou not exſe my deeply wounde Soul, 
Who in my Blood am forc'd to lie and roul? 

Is there no Pa'm in Gilead? Is there none ? 
Into dark Silerce then, Lord, Il be gore. 
Where are try Powels ? Is thy Mercy fled ? 
Lord, think upon the Blood Chriſt ſeſus ſhed. 
If thou can't heal my Soul of all its Grief, 

Then let me periſh wi.hcu: all Relief. 

Why were thy Sides fo peirced ? Lord Jeſus, why 
Didſt ſuffer for mire own Iniquity ? 

There was no Sin, I'm ſure, nor Quilt inthee, - 
That caus'd thy Pains, didſt thou not die tor me? 
Didſt thou not Juſtice fully ſatisfy ? 

And pay the Debt? Muſt I in Pr.fon le, 

When Reſticution's made 1'th' higheſt Degree; 
Oh! come ani ſet my Soul at Liberty. 

Knock cf theſe Boliz and C h.ins, avd brirg forth 
Out of this Pit, deep Mire, and Bands of Death, 
Lord, muſt I bleen? did J not bleed betore, 

In thy fad Wound? can Juſtice challenge more ? 
Lord, doſt thou hear the Ravens when they cry? 
And wilt not thou at al] my Wants ſopply ? 

Wilt thou the Door cf Mercy ne'e: unlock ? 
Lord, open unto me, row I do knock. 

O Son of David, help; think on thy Wor), 

And urto me ſome Mercy, Lord, aftoid, 


| Jeſus. 
What Voice is this? Who ſ is' that makes this Cry? 
What ſinful Wretch is in Exttemity, | 
That thus implores for He'p, and follows me; 
4 tiat rakes no Nay, although I ſilent be ? 


Pouth. 
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Chriff'+ Anſwer, 
Pouth. 
Ah! [.ord, tis a dejed ted Piece of Farth, 


That is und dune, ald ſighs for a new Birth. 


Jef lis. 
Was 1 not e nly ſent io Jaceb's Race? 


| Haw com'ſt thou then to have fo bold a Face, 


To impottu e me, when yu know full well 
You are Hot of tie Steck of Hrael? 
Youth, 

Ah! he'p, dear Lord, nd ſome Compaſſio; \ſhow; 

For to whom elſe, or hit! er can I go? 
Jeſus. 

Is't meet that I ſhould give to Dogs that Bread, 

With which the Children ſhould Le roviiſhed 2 
Heut h. 
True, Lord, tha: 1 do ram, a d ever Mill ; 
Vet miy t e Dogs eit up toe Crumba that fall 
From their own klzſtet's Table; tho' a W telp, 
Look, lock cn me, O! precious Saviour, help. 
Jeſs. 
What aileth thee? poor Soul, what's thy Cordi ion, 
That makes thee ſhed theſeTeacs of ſad Conti: tions 
Pouth. 

My Grief, my Pan, and greit Extremi:y, 
Lord, thou Joſt know, and all my Wan's doſt ſee ; 
Ah; I have ſinn'd, and am ſo vile and baſe, 

] hate my Sin, and loath my preſent Caſe 

J languiſh, Lord, my Mcunds they are not ſmall, 

And I have wounded thee, that's worſt cf all. 
Jeſus. 


Come, ceaſe thy Griet, what is't thou d ſt deſire? 


My Soul doth melt, my Heart is ſet on Fire. 


D 3 My 
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78 Chriſt's Anſwer. 

My Bowels yearn, I longer can t refrain, 
From Tears as well as thee, I'm in Pain: 
Thy Wounds afflict me, and thy bitter Cry 
Doth pierce my Heart, I know thy Miſery. 
What is it Soul? Speak forth thy Mind to me; 
What dot thou crave, or ſha!l I do for thee ? 
Come, ope thy Heart to me, for I am nigh, 
Thy Suit to grant, thy Wants for to ſupply. 


Pouth. | 
Tis not for Riches, nor for Pleaſure here, 
Nor Honours, which by Men fo prized ate: 
Nor Length of Days, Lord, do I ſeek, or crave, 
'Tis fome: hing 16 my Soul doth long to have. 
The Eartu's a th, and all the World's a Bubble, 
There's nothing in't can eaſe me of my Trouble. 
Such is my State, nought but thy Hands can fave, 
Tis thou muſt raiſe dead Lag rus from the Grave. 
Knock off theſe Bolts, and fer thy Pris'ner tree, 
And give thy Grace, Lord Jeſus, unto me. 
My fainting Spirits comfort and refreſh, 
O ſpare my Soul, but crucify the Fleſh. 
Compleat thy Work, Lord Jeſus, on my Heart, 
And thy own Righteouſneſs to me impart. 
There's nought, I ſee, will do me any good, 
But the dear Merits of thy precious Blood. 
My bleeding Soul will, faint away and die, 
It thou doſt not thy Blood with Speed apply. 
How hath my panting Breaſt ſent many a Groan, * 
With bitter Tears up to thy gracious Throne, 
For one ſweet Look, and Aſpect of thine Eye! 
Theres nothing ciſe that will me ſatisfy. 
Oh! manifeſt thy Love unto my Soul, 
For that will cure me, and ſoon I make me Whoſe. 
Ny 


C hriſt's Bowel Fo: 79 
My great Requeſt, alas ! is only this, 
come, ſeal thy Love to me with a ſweet Kiſs: 
por nougght is there on Earth, or Heav'n above, 
WW \V hich | eſteem, or value like thy Love. 
== A Promite grant, ſome Word to lie upon, 
= Bcfore my Life, and little Hopes are gone. 
My <oul s afraid, and trembles, thou may'it ſee, 
Becauſe I know that I unworthy be. 
How did I grieve, and put thy Soul in Pain? 
The Thoughts of which doth cut. my Heart in twain. 
Thy Meſſengers, how did my Soul refuſe ? 
And did poor Conſcience wickedly abuſe, 
Who did receive Commiſſion from Above, 
Either to clear, or ſharply to reprove ? 
I unto Truth oft-times turned a deaf Ear, 
And unto Satan rather did adhere. 
I lighted thee, and Sin I did embrace, 
Which makes me bluſh to view thy heav'nly Face. 
If thou ſhould'ſt pardon ſuch a one as I, 
And fave my Soul to all Eternity; 
And me embrace in a Contract of Love, 
And all thy Wrath for ever quite remove ; 
It would be Grace, and Love beyond Degree, 
And ſuch which never can expreſſed be. 
Oh! wilt thou ſpeak again; dear Saviour do? 
A Promiſe, Lord, or i'll not let thee go. 
What Faith haſt thou, poor Soul? can'ſt thou believe, 
And ſtedfaſtly my Benefits receive? 
Doſt think that J have Power, and an Heart, 
To ſave, to help, to free thee from thy Smart ? 
Mouth. 
My Faith, alas ! is weak, O ſend Relief, 
Lord, I believe, O help my Unbelief ! 
D 4 That 


80 Chriſt's Bowel i. 


That precious Voice which lately I did hear; 
WII] foon remove my Doubts, and all my Feat. 
If Love, as well as Pity, thou doſt ſhow, 
"Twill give me Joy, and take away my Woe, 
But thou mayſt, Lord, my Soul commiſerate, 
And yet it may be in a dying State. 4 
Over Feruſalem thou didſt lament, 
Which had no ſaving Grace for to repent, 
Is there in thee ſuch Bowels of Comp ſſion, 
As to beſtow thyſelf, and thy Salvation, 

On ſuch a Worm as I, whoſe wounded Breaſt, 
Is heavy loaded, and would fain have reſt ? 
O help, cear Lord, my fainting Soul will dye, 
Without an Anſwer from thee ſpeedily, | 


Jeſus. 

Look upon me, ard ſee my Love deſcending, 
"Tis from Eternity, and has no e ding. 
Canſt thou have more, O Soul? thou tat my Heart; 
WMhate er is mine, to thee I will impart. 
Thy ſcarlet Sins are waſhed quite away, 
Not one of them unto thy Charge III lay. 
Pull up thy drooping Heart, be of good Chear, 
Thy Sins, tho? reer ſo great, forgiven are. 
1 able am to fave unto th' uttermoſt 
All thoſe who do put in me all their Truſt, 
Thoſe who do come to me, I in no wiſe 
Will ciſt them out; the efore lift up thine Eyes, 
Behold my Hands and Feet, and do not doubt, 
For I have waſh'd and c'exns'd thy Soul throughout, 
Thy Debts I've paid, and quitted the c11 Score, 
Thy former Faul s I'll ne'er remember more 
Chear vp thy Heart, I tcl] thee thou ert mine. 
My Soul was ſhed to fave that Life of thine, 1 
O 1? 


* 
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With endleſs Joys thy Soul III ſatisfy, 

And in my Boſm ſhalt thou ever lie, 

In my unfolded Arms I now thee take, 

And do engage III never thee torſake, 

In Sickne's l'Il be with thee unto the End, 
And Death at laſt I'll cauſe to be thy Friend, 
Making its fina] Paſſage unto thee, 

Only an Entrance to Felicity. 
When with great Glory thou ſhalt crowned be, 
SeateJ for ever on the Throne with me. 
The Woild, Death, nor the Devil ſhall remove 
My Heart from thee : For thoſe J truly love, 

] love to th End, Come, Soul, and be 
Bleſt in my Arm: to all Eternity, 


Pouth. 

Darkreſs is gore. Day light begins to ſpring; 
Heav'rs Melody I find the ſweeteſt Thing. 
The Sun is rifen, now it's broken forth, 
And gloriouſly evlightens my dark Ear.h, 
My Soul is raviſh'd with th's joyful Sight, 
Yea, tis diſſolv'd with Love, and true Del'ght? 
My Hea:t is melted with cœle 14] Fire, | 
And has cbtain Ca: length i's own Deſire. 
My frozen Soul muſt needs run down amain; 
Which ſuch hot Beams from Jeſus doth obtain. 
The Docr is open'd at my Szviour's Knock, 
He made it fly, and has diſk 1v'd the Rock. 
My Heart, which was ſo hard, is made to yield, 
Chriſt has overcome me now, and wen the Field. 
The War is ceav'd between the Lord and ; 
And Peace is made to ali Eternity: 


What Joy like his, which is beyond all Meafure! 


The. e's nothing like to 1. 8 Joy and Pleaſure 


3 As 
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As was my burthen'd Soul, fo was my Reft, 
Oh ! that was great, and this can't be expreſs'd. 

Once I was blind, ſenſleſs, bewitch'd, nay mad, 

I thought in Chriſt no Comfort to be had. 

Religion was, I thought, a foolith Thing, 

Which could no Pleaſure, nor no Profit bring. 

I thought Profeſſors gently were miſled, 

When I beheld what Things they ſuffered ; 

But now I am convinc'd of my Miſtake, 

For I myſelf could die for Chriſt Jeſus Sake, 

Any Deriſion, or Affliction bear; 

Such inward Peace in him, and Joy is there. 

What Man would not all earthly Glory light, 

For one ſmall Dram of Jeſus Chriſt's Delight? 

O happy me] I live, my Soul involv'd 

In Streams of Love, doth ſigh to be diſſolv'd, 

And be with Chriſt, my Home and reſting Place, 

There to enjoy and fee him Face to Face. 

And in the int'rim, Lord, whilſt here I ſtay, 

I faithfully will do what thou doſt ſay. 

And help me, Lord, thy Praiſe for to declare 

Unto all precious Children far and near. 

O help me to lift up my Voice on high, 

Let joy ful Hallelujahs pierce the Sky, 

And ecchoing back again reſound on Earth, 

Since thou haſt wrought in me the ſecond Birth. 

Loet me with the cœleſtial Angels ſing, 

And make thy Praiſes round the World to ring. 

Thou'ſt brought my Soul out of the loweſt Pit, 

And on the Paths of Sion ſet my Feet. 

O let my Tongue, my Heart, and Life make known 

The Favour, Lord, which thou to me haſt ſhown. 

Let not Remainders of the Fleſh diſturb 

My precious Peace that's new: O do thou curb, 


Yea 5 
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Yea, kill and crucify each evil Thought. 
With Vengeance let thoſe Rebels down be bro 1ght 
And let me on the Earth live all my Days, 
Unto thy Glory and tranſcendent Praiſe. 
Truth. 
What Melody and Triumph do I hear ? 


' Whoſe Voice is this that ſoundeth in mine Ear? 


What Soul ſo Eagle-ey'd thus ſoars on high, 
That with ſwift Wings pierces the Azure Sky, 
And in eternal Love ſeems to lie down, 
Adorn'd with Grace, and raviſh'd with the Crown 
Of inward Peace ; that makes his Place of Reſt. 
In Jeſus Chriſt's ſweet fatisfying Bftaſt, 
And breaking forth in Raptures, can' e h 
As he would. do, his humble Thankfulneſs? 
Pouth. 
Tis I, bleſt Truth, the Conqueſt now is won-; 


Grace has prevail'd, I am the conquer'd one. 
My Grief is turn'd to Joy; yea, and my Night 


Is alſo chang'd into eternal Light. 
Thy Power is great when Grace doth work with thee, 


' You ſoon do then obtain the Victory. 


Bleſt be the Day that ever thou waſt fent 
To change my Heart, and move me to repent. 
Dear Love, to thee, O Truth, I ſhall retain, 
SO long as I upon the Earth remain. 
Ji Keep thee cloſe, and hide thee in my Heart, 
q or thou more precious than rich Jewels art. 

tl loſe my All, before VII part with thee, 
So much I love and prize thy Company. 
Though Satan ſtir up Foes never ſo cruel, 
Nor Devils, nor Men ſhall rob me of my Jewel. 
am reſolv'd a thouſand Deaths to die, 
Before I will God's blefled Truth deny. 

D. 6 Though 


84 The Youne Man converted. 
Thovgh of Deceive:s there's a Mul:itude, 
Vet none of them ſhall my pocr Soul delude: 
Though they do ſlight, reproach me, and contemn, i 
I, by Exjerience, can con'ute all them, 5 
Who fy, thy Words no ght but dead Letters are, 
Which Ven may burn, and imo Pieces tear: 
The Out:. ſide of the Book they only ſee, 

Who thus do ſpeak reproachfully of thee. 

For did they but thy inward Power know, 

They'd never ſpeak as often-times they do. 

But ſo-n they would God's holy Word extol 
Above that Light which they ciy up in all; 

The Light which Conſcience un- o me doth give, 
I'!] al:vays own, fa long as I do live. 

For hid we not God's Word to light our Hearts, 
The Heathen, who do live in foreign Parts, 
Who never heard of Chriſt, might underſtand 
As much as any do in this our Lad. 

Ba: I'll forbear, becauſe I muſt with Speed 
Attend upon God's Truth with Care and Heed, 
To hear what he will ſay. O Truth! wilt thou 
Cor cerning me put for h thy Judgment now? 
Let me intreat thee, prove me thoroughly, 

For ſtill I de retain a Jealouſy 

Over my Heart, becauſe I now have ſeen 

How I deceived oftentimes have been. 


Truth. 
Conſcience, to thee I once more do deſcend, 
The Controverſy thou alone muſt end. 
How 1s it with him now? What haſt to ſay? 
Haſt any thing unto his Charge to lay ? 
Remember * formerly have ſhown, 
And let thy preſent Thoughts with Speed be hs 
| on⸗ 
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| Conſcience, 

I always judgment ready am to give, 
According to the Light which I receive. 
The Caſe is alter'd, Sir, I am his Friend, 
His ſweet Condition I muſt needs commend, 
Grace has ſubdu'd Corruption in his Heart, 
That he's made clean, and waſh'd in every Part, 
My Teſtimony you may take for Truth, 
He's now become a very humble Youth, 
He's truly godly, faithful, and ſincere; 
Ido for him a faithful Witne's ber. 
His Soul all kind of Evil deth defy, 
Hating, above all things, Hypociiſy. 
Will and Affection too are changed quite, 
And in the Lord alone is his Delight ; | 
There's no Command of Chrift, not any one 
1hat he's c51.vinc'd of, but he has done. 
He faithful y alſo the Lord obeys, 
Withou: Excuſes, Put-offs or Delays. 
He grieveth moſt for Sins that ſecret are, 
Which unto Man doth not in the leaſt appear, 
He's more in Subſtance than he is in Show, 
When higheſt in Joy, his Heart is very low. 
All his own Righteouſneſs he doth diſown, 
Rel it g quite on Jeſus Chriſt alone. 
Chriſt is become ſo precious in his Sight, 
He's firſt with him at Morn, and then at Night, 
He willingly has taken up the Croſs ; 
He doth account whatever elſe but Droſs, 
He parts with it moſt freely Chriſt to ſtain, 
Since he has found Earth's beſt Enjoyments vain, 
Chriſt he exalts az King i'th' higheſt Degree, 
And gives each Office its true Dignity, 3 
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8 The Young Man converted. 


Chriſt has in me ſet up his blefled Throne, 

And over me no other King he'll own. 

Chriſt muſt in me alone the Sceptre ſway, 

For he will die before he will give Way. 

Chriſt's Right and Sov'reignty in his dear Soul, 

He is reſolv'd to ſuffer no Controul, 

In Things alone which to me appertain, 

For fear thereby Chriſt's Glory he ſhould ſtain. 
Truth. 

Oh! happy Young Man, bleſſed from above, 
Bleſſed with 3 and raviſh'd with the Love 
Of thy eternal Lord, in whoſe ſweet Breaſt 
Thou row doſt Ne, and evermore ſhalt reſt. 
Your Honour's laſting now, it can't decay, 
Your Treaſure's ſure, none can't ſteal away. 
Your Pleaſures are beyond Thought or Conceit, 
Aud thy rare Beauty is without Deceit. 
Eternal Life is given unto thee, 

And thou ſhalt reign to all Eternity. 
Uitinus. 

There's none on Earth that's able to expreſs 
The inward Peace this Young Man doth polleſs. 
Whilſt to his Joy, he clearly doth eſpy | 
The dlefled Concord, and rare Harmony; 
Conſcience and Truth moſt ſweetly do agree, 
He's tree from Bondage and Captivity, 

Chriſt's Spirit doth with Conſcience witneſs bear, 

He's born of God, and is become an Heir, 

With his dear Saviour, of eternal Bliſs ; 

What Conſolation can there be like this? 

But whilſt thus fil'd with Joy and true Delight, 

The Devils fall on him with all their Might, 

With ſtrong Aſſaults, his Faith for to deſtroy, 

Which much abates, and mitigates his Joy: 
Which 
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Which in ſome Meaſure may to you appear, 
By what immediately doth follow here. 
De vil. 
Hark, hark thou curſed Wretch, Vengeance is mine, ; 
And PIl repay it on that Sou! of thine. 
In dreadful Wrath, I will contend with thee, 
if thou wilt not again ſubmit to me. 
Will not my ſhining Glory thee invite, 
Nor all my helliſh Fiends thy Soul affright, 
To leave thoſc curſed Ways in which you go ? 
Then I'll ſome Way contrive your Overthrow :. 
Though out of your Dominion I am beat, 
And forced am at preſent to retreat, 
Yet I'll return like to a Lion ſtrong, 
And break thy Bones in Pieces fore it's long. 
Pouch, 
Father of Lyes, Doſt think I dread thy Frown? 
It's paſt thy Skill to throw my Glory down : 
Thy Head is broken, thou art beaten too, 
And chained up; alas! thou canſt not do 
According to thy Wrath and curſed Spite. 
Chriſt's Power's mine, who ſtronger is in Might ? 
Me he'll not leave tho' tempted am by thee, 
Yet he knows how to help, and ſuccour me. 
The God of Heav'n and Earth will take my part, 
'Tho' thou a Lion and a Serpent irt. 
You may as ſoon the Lord my God o'ercome, 
As to produce and work my final Doom, 
So long as I do for his Glory ſtand, 
And am obedient to his Command. 
Devil. 
But I have ſo much Craft and Subtilty, 


T hat I can make the Lord thine Enemy. 


98 Conflickt with Satan. 


Tho' thou doſt think he is become thy Friend, 

Ill by Temptation move thee to offend 

Him fore tis long, and ſoon you will eſpy 

In Anger he will caſt you wholly by, 

Rend tbee to Bits, and tear thee as he liſt, 

You being void of Power to reſiſt. 
VBDouth. 

God has beſtow'd on me his ſpecial Grace, 
That I abhor the Though's of giving Place 
To thee O Satan! tho' thou doſt entice, 
God will preſerve my Soul from deadly Vice ; 
But if thro' Weakneſs I do him offend, 

Jeſus my Advocate will Pardon ſend. 

Altho' he uſe his Rod, his precious Love, 

I'm ſure from me he never will remove. 
Devil. 

Your Hopes will fail, alas! black Clouds will hide 
Your glorious Sun, your Steps will quickly ſlide ; 
Your Morning bright will ſoon be overcaſt, 

And all your Joys will not one Moment laſt, 
Tho' Truth doth now thy preſent State commend, 
Yet you will find this Proverb true i'th' End, 
That the young Saint will an old Devil be; 
You'll die and periſh in Apoſtacy, 

*Cauſe thou haſt loſt thy former happy State, 
With Malice thou ſtitr'ſt up thy bitter Hate. 
Againſt my Soul thou ſhew'ſt a mor:al Spite, 
But thy vile Teeth are broke, thou can'ſt not bite; 
Thou doft on me caſt ſich an envious Fraun, 
Becauſe thou haſt for ever Joſt thy Crown, 
Be-auſe thy Morning's turned into Night, 

HOP ONION $07 97 20! Bane 00g Bighe: 
| $45 


* 


The Devil conquered, 99 


Wi h ſuch e ſnaring Thoughts? I thee deſy, 
Nothing can bre:k that b'eſſed Band and Tye, 
Or Covenait with Chriſt which he has made; 
My Standing's firm, my Crown can never fade: 
He that bas in my Soul his Work begun, 
Will finiſh it, I'm ſvre, before he's done. 
This Shepherd will his tender Sheep defend, 
Ard none ſhall pluck them ovt of his Hand: 
The Mounairs ſhall depar?, a d Hills remove 
Yet Chiiſt ſhall fever charge in his dear Love; 
Nor cauſe his Covenant of laſt.ng Peace 
To be removed, or ſweet Mercy ce :ſe: 
And Truth and Conſcience jointly to agree, 
I hat the new Bir h is truly wrought in me. 
Th'immortal Seed, I'm fure muſt need bring forth 
A Babe immortal ; and my heav'nly Ei. 
1.:0ta mow to ail, and clearly ſignify, 
cannot periſh in Apoſtacy ; 
The Head and Members of ore Nature are, 
Or elſe Chriſt's Body a ſtrange Monſter wete : 
As ſure as he's in Heav'n, ſo ſhall 1 be, 
And reign with bim to all Eterni:y. 

Devil. 

My Words, I fee, no Place at all can find 
Within the Cnetre of thy cvil Mud. 
IM leave thee therefore, with my dreadful Cuiſe, 
\\ hich is as bad as Hell ; nay, 1t 18 worſe 
Than all the Plagues of the infernal Lake; 

And let all thoſe who love me, Vengeat ce take 

Upon ſo vile a Wretch : Anil tho' I do 

E orſakethee row, within a Dey or two 

] 1] c-me zgain, and will thy Soul torment, 

Till thou sf thy Repentance ſhalt regent, 
| Pouth. 
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00 The Young Man's Thankſgiving: 
Pouth. 

O Lord, I praiſe thee for that glorious Power 
Which helps my Soul in ſuch a needful Hour 
Of ſtrong Aſſaults from the vile and wicked One, 
Thou help'ſt me to reſiſt him, and he's gone. 
Therefore, dear God, be pleaſed to inflame 
My Heart with Grace to magnify thy Name. 
And when he comes again; O then be near, 

And let thy Truth alto for me appear; 

Tho' I am young and weak, I ſhall thereby 

Not fear th' Aﬀault of any Enemy. 

Come, ſpeak, O Truth, wilt thou be on my Side? 
Tis in thy Strength I very much confide ; 

Tho'I am feeble, thou art rightly ſtrong, 

And whilſt for me, there's none can do me wrong. 

I will, dear Soul, ſuppor: thee hear on Earth; 
And fave thee from the Rage of Hell and Death. 

J will aſſiſt thee by a mighty Arm, 
Preſerve thee Day and Night from Hurt and Harm. 
And with my glitt'ring Sword cut down and {lay 
All curſed Enemies who thee gainſay. 

Gate. 

If Truth ſhould fail, I will thy Wants ſupply; 
Thou need'ſt not doubt of my Sufficiency : 
Light I will be in Darkneſs, Joy in Grief ; 

And when in Trouble great, I'll bring Relief. 
If thou wilt always on my Arm rely, 

The Devil will with Speed be forc'd to fly. 
Never did any Soul on me depend, 

But they obtain'd Deliv'rance in the End. 
11 help thy Soul through all its Chriſtian Strife, . 
And bring thee ſafe to everlaſting Life. 


Con⸗ 


Conſcience ſupports Youth. 


Conſcience, 


I'm be the third that will lend thee an Hand, 
We'll all combine to make a Triple Band, 
A three - fold Cord can't eaſily broken be, 
I'll be a Friend in thine Adverſity. 
There's not a Foe on Earth thou need'ſt to fear, 
So long as I for thee my Witneſs bear, 
'That thou in Truth doſt walk before the Lord, 
And that thy Way doth with his Word accord. 
The evil Foe ſhall be aſhamed quite, 
Whilſt faithfully thou walk'ſt up to the Light, 
And Satan can never get any Ground, 
Whilſt J declare thy Tears are truly ſound. 
Chear up, poor Soul, Ill feaſt thee conitantly, 
And plead for thee againſt the Enemy. 
Las an Angel am ſent from on high, 
Thy Faith in Jeſus Chriſt to juſtify. 
My Wine of Comfort I'll on thee beſtow, 
When Death ſhall bring thy wearied Spirits low. 
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_ God's Word ſhall be thy Ground in ev'ry Thing, 


His Glory is thy Aim, from whence does ſpring 
All Service that thou Joſt towards the Lord ; 

His Spirit therefore to thee he'll afford. _ 
That doth bear Witneſs for thee ; ſo do], 
And will alſo when that thou com'ſt to die. 
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The Young Man is comforted, and relies on God's 
Word; finding true Converſion wrought in his 
Soul ; and that he is delivered from the Power of 
ihe I empter, breaks forth into theſe following 
Hymns of Prayer and Praiſe to God. 
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A myſtical Hymn of Praiſe. 
Y Soul mounts up with Eagles IVings, 
And unto thee, dear Lord, /he ſings, 
Since thou art on my Side, 
; My Enemies are forc d to fly 
=. A 7 an as they do thee eſpy, 
; Name be glorify d. 
Thou make/t Rich by making Poor; 
y Poverty add ft to my Store, 
: Such Grace thox doſt provide; 
Thou wound ſt, as well as thou make/t IV ꝶbele, 
Aud heal ſt, by wounding of the Soul, 
f Thy Name be gloriſyd. 
Thou mak}? Men blind by giving Sig't, 
Thou turn ft their Darkneſs into Light 


T he/e 
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Theſe Things can't be deny'd - 
Thu cloth jt thy Soul by making bare, 
Thea give/? Ford when none is there, 
Thy Name he glr fy d. 
Thou fill jt, by making Men alive, 
Aud dying, aft the Soul revive, 
IF hich none can ds beſide : 
Thou deft reije up by pulling dun, 
And by abaſing thou "deft cr5wn, 
Thy Name be glorify d. 
By making bitter, thou maR'/? fiveet ; 
Theu mak /t each crooked Thing to meet, 
[th S:ul, when thou haſt try d. 
The fruitleſs Tree thou mak /? to graw, 
The green Tree thou dot obe rthroto; 
Thy Name be glrify'd. 
The Conquered the Congue gains; 
By being beat, the Field obtains, 
IV hich makes me therefore cry, 
Lird, wWP1U/? I live upon the Earth, 
nd thou hu}? wroueht a | ang Birth, 
Thy Name by glorify'd. 
Theu mati Men wije by coming Fools; 
By emptying thou fill ſt their Souls ; 
Such Grace thou doſt provide : 
By mating weary thou giv /t Reſt ; 
That rohich ſeems worſe proves for the beſ? ; 
Thy Name be glorify d. 
Th art far off, and alſo near, 
And not confin'd ; but every where ; 
And on the Cloud doſt ride. 
0h ! theu art Love, and alſo Light; 
Trere nene can go out y thy Sight; 
Thy Name be glorify'd, 


| Lora, 
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94 Hymns and Spiritual Songs. 
Lord, thou art Great, and alſo Good, 
And jitt'/t upon the mighty Flecd; 

By whom all Hearts are try d : 
Though Thou art Three, and art but One, 


And compretended art by nene, 


Thy Name be gloriſied. 


The Excellence of Peace of Conſcience, 
MY Conſcience is become my Friend, 
And chearfully doth ſpeak to me; 
And I will to his Motions bend, | 
Though that I ſhould reproached be, 
I matter not who doth revile, 
Since Conſcience in my Face doth ſmile. 
My Conſcience now doth give me Reſt, 
My Burden's gone, my Soul is free; 
Again I would not be opprelt 
In the old Bands of Miſery. 
For Kindoms, nor ſor Crowns of Gold, 
Nor any Thing. chat can be told; 
My Conſcience doth with precious Food 
Keep my poor Soul continually; 
In Dainties alſo are ſo good, 
All ſinful Sweets I do defy. 
This Banquet's laſting, twill ſupply 
My Wants and me until I die. 
My Conſcience doth me chearful make, 
When I am much poſſeſt with Grief ; 
And when I ſuffer for it s Sake, 
"I will yield me Joy and ſweet Relief. 
Tho Troubles riſe and much increale, 
I in my Conſcience ſhall have Peace. 
When others to the Mountains fly, 
And ſome amazed do trembling ſtand, 
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A Place of Shelter there have I, 
And Conſcience will lend me his Hand, 
To lock me in his Chambers faſt, 
Until the Indignation's paſt : 
At Death and in the Judgment-Day, 
What would Men give for ſuch a Friend ? 
All thoſe which do him diſobey, | 
They will repent I'm ſure, i'th'end. 
When ſuch are forc'd to Howl and Cry, 
My Soul ſhall ſing eternally. 


On the Six Principles of Chriſt's Dottrine. 
R Epentance is wrought in my Soul, 
and Faith for to believe ; 
Whereby on Jeſus I do roul, 
and truly him receive. 
As my dread Lord and Sovereign, 
him always to obey, 
And in Things over me to reign, 
and gavern every Day. 
Chriſt's Baptiſm is very ſweet, 
with laying on of Hands: 
My Soul is brought to Jeſus Feet, 
in owning his Commands. 
Thoſe Ordinances Men oppoſe, 
and count as Carnal Things, 
have clos'd with, and told to thoſe, 
from them rare Comfort ſprings. 
My precious Lord, I muſt obey, 
tho Men reproach me ftill. 
I' do whatever Chriſt doth ſay, 
and yield unto his Will. 
On Chriſt alone I do rely, 
tho' Men judge otherwit, 
| Becauſe 
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Becauſe I can't God's Truth deny, 
Jam reproach d wich Lies. 
Let them deride, yet for Chriſt's Sake, 
reſolved now am], 
In his own Strength the Croſs to take; 
yea, and for him to die, 
Before I'll ever turn my Back 
on him whom I do love: 
For I do know, I ſhall not lack 
his Preſence from above 
For he has promis d to the End. 
to me he will be near, 
And be to mea faithful Friend, 
which makes me not to tear 
Whatever Men or Devils do 
in ſecret Place deſign, 
He ſoon can them quite overthrow, 
and help this Soul of mine. 
The Reſurrection of the Dead 
I conſtantly maintain: 
When all thoſe which lie buricd 
ſhall rife to Life again. 
And that the Judgment-Day will come, 
when Chriſt upon the Throne, 
Sha!l paſs a black eternal Doom 
upon each wicked One : 
But all the Saints then joy fully 
with Bowels he'l] embrace, 
And Crowns to all Eternity 
upon their Heads will place. 
And inthy Kingdom ſhall they reign, 
prepared long before ; 
Ard alſo ſhall with Chriſt remain 
in Bliſs for eyermore, 


The 


| Hymns and Spiritual Songs. 


T' HE Sun doth no begin to fhine, 
and breaketh forth yet more and more; 
cer Darkneſs was that Light of mine 
which I commented heretofore: 
1 was involved in my Sin, 
tad Day without, but Night within; 
My former Days 1 did compare 
unto the ſweet and lovely Spring, 
] thovght that Time it was as rare, 
as when the chirping Birds do ſing. 
Put I was blind, for now I ſee 
There was 1.0 Spirit nor Lite in me. 
My *privg it was in Winter-time; 
Yet like the Midſt of cold December, 
Ile Sun was gone out of my Clime ; 
and alſo 1 do now remember, 
My Heart was cold as 3ny Stone, 
My Leaves were off, my Sap was gone. 
Cod is a Sun, a Shield alſo ; 
the Glory of the World is He, 
Irie Light alone from bim doth flow, 
and he his now enlightned me. 
The Sun doth his ſweet Beams diſplay, 
Like to the Dawning of the Day, 
low precious is't to ſce the Sun, 
when in the Morning it doth rife 
And ſhineth in our Horizon, 
to purity the cloudy Skies ? 
The miſty Fogs by his firong Light 
re vantthed quite out of Sight, 
3hvs doth the Lord in my poor Heat, 
by his ſtrong Beams, and glorious Rays, 
je Light trom Darkneſs clearly part, 
And make in me rare ſhining Days, 
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98 Hymns and Spiritual Songs. 


Though Fogs appear, and Clouds do rite, 
He doth expel them from mine Eyes. 
Were there no glorious Lamp above, 
what dark Confuſion would be there? 
If God ſhould quite the Sun remove, 
how would the Seamen do to ſteer ? 
My Sou!'s the World, and Chriſt's the Sun; 
It he ſhines not, I am undone. 
In Winter Things hang down their Head, 
until Sas Beams do them revive; 3 
So I in Sin lay buried, 
till Jeſus Chtiſt made me alive, 
Alas, my Heart was Ice and Snow, 
*T ill Sun did ſhine and Winds did blow. 
Until warm Gales of heavenly Wind 
did ſweetly blow, and Sun did dart 
Its Light in me, I could not find 
no Heat within my inward Part. 
Then blow thou Wind, and ſhine thou Sun, 
To make my Soul a lively one. 
In nat'ral Men there is a Light, 
which for their Sins doth them reprove, 
And yet are they but in the Night, 
and nat renewed from above: 
The Moon is given (it is clear) 
To guide Men who in Darknets are 
The Sun for Brightneſs doth exceed 
the Stars of Heaven, or the Moon, 
Of them there is but little need, 
when Sun doth ſhine towards high Noon. 
Juſt ſo the Goſpel doth excel 
The Law God gave to //rae!. 
All thoſe who do the Goſpel ſlight, 
and rather have a legal Guide, 
be Sun's not riſen in their Sight, and 
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and therefore 'tis that they deride 
Thoſe who commend the Goſpel-Sun, 
Avoye the Liga: in ev ty one. 
Degrees of Light they do perceive, 

Some of them weak k, and others ſtrong ; 
That which is ſaving none receive, 
but thoſe unto whom Chriſt belong. 
Yet doth each Light ſerve for the End, 

For which to Man did it ſend. 


L* T not the Sun eclipſed be, 
nor any dark Cloud interpoſe 
Between thy ſelf (dear Chriſt) and me, 
who art that blefled Sharon's Roſe : * 
O! let thy Face upon me ſhine, 
Since thou, by Choice, haſt made me th:o«. 
Always let me walk in thy Light, 
i Grrace duth me with Glory crown; 
Turn not my Morning into Night, 
nor ever let my Sun go down. 
O ! let thy Face upon me ſhine, 
Since by ccar Purchaſe I am thine, 
Let not thick Fogs, O Lord, ariſe 
from the grols Lumps of this dark Earth, 
To th hidinz of the glorious Skies, 
the Thoughts of that's as bad as Death; 
O ! let thy Face upon me ſhine, 
Since by Adoption TI am thine, 
Lord, let thy Morning be more bright, 
and thy Sun ſhine to the perfect Day; 
And let mine Eyes have ſtronger Sight, 
that I behold its Glory may : 
O! let thy Face upon me ſhine, 
Since God, by Gift, has made thee mine. 


E 2 Lord, 
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Lord, fliive ard make my Heart more ſolt, 


and temper it the Seil to take: 
NI. ke it accordin g 58 it ought, 
Odo it for thy cwn Name's Sake. 
O le: thy Face upon we ſhire. 
Since by ſweet Contract I am thine, 
Tie light of thy dear Countenance, 
it {+ ihe thing I on:y prize; 
Let not th etefere my Ignore nee 
U Fen the Light of my dim t yes, 
8 'er thy Lace upon me fine, 
\ince 1, by Faith, am wholly thine 
my Guide; 


a 2 3 * CG. * 
Q-1 be nk Sore! o:h, my Light, m 
Ways umi come to die; 


idem thy Paths ne'er let me ſlide, 


but light me to Eternity. 
O Jet thy Face upon me ſh ne, 
'-r1lnyſcl to thee r efign, 
There's many, Lord, who daily cry, 


Ch! sho will ſhew us a Poke od 2? 


"3 18 * thy'e:t, Lord, it doth lie, 
ai:houph by tew (18 un rod. 


O Jer thy Face upon me thine, 


C 


lot I by Conqueſt now am thine, 
L5rd, in che I ight, 1 thee enjoy, 
and with thy Saints Communion have, 
evil end that Soul deſt: cy 
wi mm thou intendelt for + ſave. 
O:!er-ty Fac e upon me thine! 
{Or £ can ſay tha: thou are mine. 
Let not the Sun only appear 
tor to e enlight en my dark tient; 
{at to pb or Sou's both far and near, 
the ſelt ſame Glory, Lord, Impart, 
O kt thy ace u; on them ſhi:, 5 As 


- 


Tx» 


N 
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As it doth now, dear Lord, on mine, 
Let Light and Glory ſo break forth, 
an! Darkneſs fly and quite be gane, 
That all the Sain's upon the Earth 
may in the Truth be joiu'd in one, 
O et thy Face ſo brightly fhin:, . 
As to diſcover who are thine. 
Let Grace and Knowledge now abound, 
and th? bleſt Goſpel ſhine ſo cl-ar, 
nat it Rome's Harlot may confound, 
and Popiſh Darkneſs quite calhier, 
O let thy Face cn Sion ſhine, 
But plague thoſe curfed Foes of thine, 
Let France, dark Spain, and Jah, 
thy Light ard Glory, Lord, tch:'d ; 
To each adjacent Country 
do thou the Goſpe] plain unfold, 
O et thy Face vpn ti! ear ſhine. 
0p all thoſe Nations may te thine, 
Let Chriſtendom new: chrif ned be, 
and unto hes, O let them tur) 
And be daptiz's d, O Chriſt, by hee; 
with th! Spirit of the Ho oly One. 
O 1 e thy Face upon it ſhine, 
Thu Cmuiltend em m 17 all de thine. 
Ard car y on thy glorions Wok 
victorioull, in eviy Land; 
Let Tartats, and in: mighty Fork, 
fob ject tlemſelves to thy Cancel = 
O le: thy Face upon them ſhine, 
Thit thoſe blind People may be tkine. 
And let ily Brightneſs alſo go 
to Au, and to Africa; 
Let Ez yt, and Ari too, + 
E 3 Submit 
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ſubmit unto thy bleſſed Laws, 
O! let thy Face upon them ſhine, 


That thoſe dark Regions may be thine. 1 
Nay, precious God, let Light extend 
to China and Eaſt-India, 
To thee let all the People bend, 2 
Who live in wild America. 
O let thy bleſſed Goſpel ſnine, 
That the blind Heathens may be thine. 
Send forth thy Light, like to the Moon, 


moſt ſwiftly, Lord, O let it fly, 
From Cancer unto Capricorn, 
that all dark Nations may eſpy 
Thy glorious Face on them to ſhine, 
And they, in Chriſt, for to be thine. 
The Fulneſs of the Gentiles, Lord, 
bring in with Speed : O let them fear 
'Thy Name in Truth,* with one accord, 
live they far off, or live they near ; 
O! let thy Face upon them thine, 
And let us know, Lord, who are thine 
And alſo, let the glorious News 
Of thy Salvation yield Relief 
Unto the fad diſtreſſed Fews, 
Who hard'ned are in Unbelief; 
O] let thy Face upon them ſhine, 
For Abraham's fake, that Friend of thine. 
O, don't forget poor [jrael ! 
But let thy Light, and glorious Rays, 
Cauſe their rare Beauty to excel, 
beyond what was in former Days : 
O! cauſe thy Face ſweetly to ſhine, 
That Jews and Gentiles may be thine. 
O, let all Kingdoms now With ſpeed, 
And all the Nations under tieaven, 


- 
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From all groſs Darkneſs now be freed, 
and Power to thy Saints be given, 
That they in Gloy, Lord, may ſhine, 
According to that Word of thine. 


AN ATE SN 11-1-X. 
Containing a Dialogue between an Ola Apoſtate, and 
a Leung Profeſſor. 
Aboſtate. 
1 OW many Straits and Crofies have I met, 
Since I my ſelf to ſeek for Canaan ſet? 
Red Seas and Wilderneſſes lie between; 
Why venture I for what I ne'er have ſeen? 
Why can I not, where now I am, remain ? 
Or to my old Delights turn back again ? 
My Head has been perplext with Cares and Fears, 
Since to theſe Preachers I inclin'd mine Ears, 
They were but Fancies that diſturb'd my Mind, 
I ſourht for ſomething which I could not find. 
Ah! would to God, in Egypt I'd remain'd, 
For there's no Canaan likely to be gain'd : 
_ Conſcience, be ſilent, don't diſturb me more, 
Upon ſuch Things I will no longer pore : 
For back to Egypt I will now retire, 
Where Þ'll have all Things to my Heart 'sDefire, 
Devil. 
Purſue thy Purpoſe, thou ſhalt underſtand, 
Whate'er I have ſhall be at thy Command, 
My Kingdom's large, the World is wholly mine, 
Bow down to me, and all ſhall then be thine. 
Behold the Bags of Gold, which thou ſhalt have, 
Honours on Earth, Riches and Pleaſures brave: 
When others forc'd in Priton are to lie 
Thou ſhalt enjoy thy precious Liberty. 
When Kings and Princes do upon them frown, 
Thou ſhalt be held in Eonout and Renown, The 
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Theu haſt much Goods laid up for many Years, 
And long ſhalt live free from all Cares and Fears, 
Thy Seed eſtadliſh d too ſhall be on Earth, 

And thou ſhalt ſpend thy Days 1 in Joy and Mirth, 
Thoughts of Religion utterly diſdain, 

Nor think of Ged, or Jeſus Chriſt 292in ; 
Fanatick Fables never more regard; 

The Vainz of Hell, of which thou oft haſt heard, 
Are nought but Fictions of their 1 read, 
With Fear of nothin g are they krighened 

As for Religion, that's a deviſed thi: 
Which from ſome crofty Head at firſt did f, ripg, 
To awe the Minds of Fools, who wanting Wir, 
Take that for Gold which is but Counterfeit. 

The Truth of Scriptures thou haſt need to doubt, 
For divers Places thou may'ſt ſoon find cut, 
Which inconſiſtent to each other be; 

Of what it ſpeaks there is no Certainty. 

Conclude, in truth, there is no God at all; 

VV hy ſhou'd ſt. thou be fo fooliſh as to call 

On him, whom thou didſt never ſee or know 
tniefs 'tis thus, Becauſe that moſt do ſo, 

Let melancholy Fancies then therefore 

Ne'er vex thy Mind, nor grieve thee any more; 
Enjoy thyſelf on Earth, and heap up Geld, 

No Gocd like that which Purſe and Bags do hold, 
Come eat and drink, to-morrow. thou muſt die, 
And after that, there's no Eternity, 

As ſome ſuppoſe ; ; for thou i th' Grave ſhalt rot, 
And as the Beaſt be utterly Forgot ; 

Put fince you know it is Reproach to them, 

Who will Religion utterly contemn, 

Thcu may ſt Religious al ſo ſeem to be, 

For there is none that's very fit for thee : 


9, 
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No Worſhip on the Earth doth ſuit fo wel 
2775 Fleſh and Blood, cr doth fer Eafe excels; 

>r with Man's Int'reſt doth fo ve] zgree, 
Like what's maintain'd in 5 Laiy: 
] hat, that's the Worſhi ip, which for thee I pick, 
Im not againſt thy tuning Cati olick. 
It there's a Heaven, of thi: thou need'ſt not GOUT, 
An e ſiet Way for hee! can't find cut: 
The Way's ſo broad. whole Natiors walk therein, 
And Perfo: s of all So:ts: No Let is Sin; 
\Waſt thou at Rowe, thow dt hear melo ier $ gcunds, 
Sweet Joys and Mirth in Plen y there abcunds: 
Fine Boys ard Men hat moni us Notes do ſing, 
Whilſt Organs play in Corcert, ard Bills ring, 
In that brave WW ay thow It have tre! iberty 
To do fuch Things as others do deny. 
Iheu may'ſt be Mad, Caroue, and Dominrer, 
Strict Roman Ca: holicks ſich hir gs can bear, 
Or if thou ſhould'ſt ſome curious LaCy 'e'y, 
Or view ſome pretty Maid with wamon Eye; 


To Court or Play thou f ce2'it not fear at all, 


For all ſuch Things they Venis! Sin: Co call, 
An] one great Help and Remedy thou'!t Fave, 
A hich from all Grief and Danger will thee ſave, 
If it fall out by Chance at ary time, 

] hou ſhould'ſt commit ſome great and Feavy Crime, 
The:e'sa quick Way, the Blefled Ab olotion, 

A preſem tHelp, and yet no Svperiiition ; 

For a ſmall Sum of Money, ſoon is had 

A Pardon fer all Sins, tho' ne'er ſo bad. 

His Holineſs for a few Shillines can 

Murder and Pejury forgive to Man. 

Ny, unto thee can giant a Difpenſaiion, * *! 


10 Kill and Murder any in a Nation, 


E 5 W ho 
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Who hate us, and the Holy Church oppoſe ; 
Come, trouble not thyſelf, but ſtraitway cloſe 


With Peter's Church, to whom ſuch Pow'r is given 


To ope and ſhut with Eafe the Gates of Heaven, 

And make that Sin to Day that ne er was Sin; 

And that Lawful, which Lawſut ne'er has been. 

Come, buy the Beads, and Crucihx alſo ; 

And as the Church believes, believe thou too. 

For this, I hope to ſee, cer a few Days, 

Some Thouſands cleaving to thoſe ancient Ways. 

And ſince in Kindneſs and Affection dear, 

I ve ſhewn thee how to be preferred here; 

And do engage thy faithful Friend to be, 

There's ſome ſmall Thing I'd have thee do for me; 

Speak Evil of the Ways thou haſt been in, 

Belye them all, and charge them all with Sin: 

Their Faults lay ope, let none at all be hid, 

Revile, reproach, and ſlander in my Stead: 

Shew how they differ, that they can't agree, 

There's little Love, and want of Charity. 

Of Canaan Land raiſe thou an ill Report, 

To turn them back that are a going for't. 

One Thing at preſent I would have thee do, 

There is a Friend of mine, which thou doſt know, 

Who bath a Son indeed that is his Heir, 

That to theſe fooliſh Notions doth adhere, 

If he ſhould viſit thee, with Speed do thou 

Treat with the peeviſn Youth ; Ill tell thee how 

To controvert the Cauſe ; my Place ſupply, 

And do what I could not do formerly. 

His forward Zeal will do my Kingdom Wrong, 

_ *Cauſe others alſo in that Way do throng: 

And you ſhall alſo ſome Deriſion bear, 

Through his bot Zeal, if that you ha'nt a Care. 
Uncinus. 
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s Utcinus. 

The Thoughts of which Satan darts in his Mind, 
He cloſeth with, and fully is inclined 
His Counſel for to take, whate'r become 
Of his poor Soul at the great Day of Doom. 
An Atheiſt he's become in Heart and Life, 
And hath abandon'd his Chriſtian Strife. 
But fince the Gentleman and he are met, 
I will give way, and hearken how they treat 
About this Youth, that has of late begun 
Reſolvedly to Heaven for to run, 
You'll hear how this Apoſtate will engage 
To turn him from his bleſſed Pilgrimage. 

Apoſtate. 

What my old Friend, E. R? Sir, I am glad. 
To ſee you once again ; yet I am fad, 
And grieved ſore, to ſee you look ſo ill: 
What Evil, Sir, I pray, has you befel ? 
W hat is the Cauſe of this your preſent Grief? 
If I can give, or help you to Relief, 
Or comfort you i'th' leaſt, I willing am, 
And ſhall rejoice, for which I hither came. 

| Gent. | 

Ah! Sir, my Son, my Heir, doth grieve my Mind, 
From whom I once more Comfort hop'd to find ; 
And, I'm afraid, he'll prove a Plague tome, 
Unleſs he can with Speed recover'd be. 
He'll be a Preacher, I do think, cer long, 
He's ſuch a Bookiſh Fool, and ſo head-ſtrong, 
That I have little Hopes he'll &er be good; 
Here's cauſe of Grief, if rightly underſtood ; 
He is become fo vile a Heretick, | 
That Rome's good Church, and the true Catholick, 
Moſt vilely, I perceive, he doth diſdain, 
And doth, forſooth, tell me he's born again, 
I do beſeech you, Sir, do what you can, 


If you can't change his Mind, there's nota Man, I 


Woo won ee ot PER.” 5 
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I think, in Truth, that ever will prevail; 

Oh arm yourſelf therefore, and him aſſatl. 

You were deceiv'd yourſelf ſome time ago, 

And therefore now more able are to ſhow 

The Vanity of theſe deviſed Ways, 

And Bookiſh Fables of theſe filly Days. 

Having the Scripture in our Mother. Tongue, 

Has been the Ruin of us all along; 

For ſince Men did our Holy Church forſake, 

Ard vp nzw Notions for Religion take, : 

Novght bu Confuſtons in the World we ſe; 

And ctherwie, in Truth, 'twill never be, 

Un il ue Cathelicks their Books do burn, 

And they unto the ancient Church to tern, 
Apoſtate. 

I am, £029 Sir, of that Opinion too, 

And ſcriy em to hear what now you do 

Rc lat? to me, 11] make him underſtand 

The Darger that attends on ev'ry Hand. 

be Hopes of u ſten Things will him d ceive, 

A Faith's but a meer Fancy, I believe: 

Inas the chief Good which Man doth here er jey, 

And hat's the Evil which d-th him anroy, 

Or doth deprive bim of his [oy and Bliſs ; 

None but Faraticks will deny me this. 

Who boaſt of that they n:ver did pc ſſeſs; 

They lye, alas! and ate (m Truth) no 1:65 

Than Franticks Fools; fer I ccu'd never fee 

Of what they ſpeak, that there's a Certainty, 

1 will endeavour therefore out cf Leve, 

Your Son Irom theſe Deluſions io remove: 

And ſince I do perceive he's near at hand, 


In take wy Leave, 


„ 


Tour Servant to ccmmard. 
| Ahe 


SJ 


and a young Proſeſor. 109 


The PROLOGUE. 


1E D, dear Friend, read with a ſericus Eye, 
1 And thon a ſharp Conflift ſhalt ſoon eſpy; 
Between a Man quite void of Godly Fear, 

And a dear Youth mojt Hal) and Sincere ; 

7/e one affirms all Godiincſs is vain, 

7 he other counts it fer the great Gain, 

Atark thou the End of both, and thou ſha!t ſee 
Mars beſt to chooſe, Grace, or Iniguity, 
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3 Ada ſtate. (you come ? 
W ELL met, Good Sir, from uheice pray did 
Profe ſſor. 
Lem a Strarger, and am traveling home. 
: Apoſtate, 
Can you. a Stranger in this Country be? 
Proje for. 25 
Y«s, as wer: all cur Fathers formerly: 


2 S2 2 


Apeſkate; 
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Apoſtate. 
But from whence came ye ? Let us confer together. 


Profeſſor. 


Apoſtate. 

J am trav'lipg thither. 

What is your Bus neſs, Sir, that thus in Pain 
You ſtrive againſt the Wind with Might and Main? 
Eier farther you do go, fit down, account; 

See whether that you run for will ſurmount 
The Labour great, and Loſs you will ſuſtain, 
Before the Prize, in Truth, you do obtain. 
What Place is it to which you think to go, 
That to adviſe you I may fully know ? 
For good Inſtruction Ill to you afford, 
Whenl this Thing from you have plainly heard. 
Profefer. 
I am for Canaan that moſt holy Land, 
II] travel thither, as God doth command: 
And tho” all Things I loſe, e'er I come there, 
'T wilt all my Lofles, I am ſure, repair: 
The Worth of that, therefore, for which TI run 
I did account before I firſt begun. 
 Apoſtate. 

Know you, for "Truth, the Place is then ſo rare? 

You may Miſtake, for you were never there. 
Profeffor. 

Ah! Sir, of it I have a glorious Sight, 

Which doth my Soul tranſcendantly delight. 

Although in Perſon there I ne'er have been, 

Yet I, moſt plain, ſweet Canaan oft have ſeen. . 

Beſides, I lately ſpoke with a dear Friend, 

Who did the other Day from there deſcend, 

And unto me its Glory he did ſhow, 

And precious Worth; from him I came to ow 
| ome 


From Egypt, Sir. 
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Some of his Fruits, alſo, to me he gave, 
Which makes me long till I Poſſeſſion have. 
. Apoſtate. 3 
Is't not the Fancy of thy crazy Head, 
I have, likewiſe, of ſuch a Canaan read: 
It may be ſo, or ſo it may not be, 
It ne'er ſeem'd real, truly, unto me. 
Who would for Things, which ſo uncertain are, 
Such Loſſes ſuffer, and ſuch Labour bear? 
A Bird th* Harfl s worth two i'th Buſh, you know, 
T his Zeal, poor Lad, will work thy Overthrow. 
Profeſſor. 
You vainly talk, and live by Sight and Senſe, 
I walk by Faith, which is my Evidence 
Of Things not ſeen here with an outward Eye; 
What thou ſeeſt not, I clearly do eſpy. 
Tis not the Fancy of a crazy Brain; 
For Moſes, that its Pleaſures he might gain,. 
All Egypt's Treaſures quickly did forego ; 
Was that the Way unto his Overthrow? 
No, no, dear Sir, he ſaw it was the Way 
'To Peace and Honour, in another Day. | 
True Peace of Conſcience, that thro' Grace I have, 
Which pafleth all Mens Knowledge to conceive 3 
I would nat be depriv'd of it again, 
If that I might ten thouſand Worlds obtain. 
Apoflate. 
Tuſh, filly Fool, kick Conſcience quite away, 
Ne'er mind his Motions, nor what he doth ſay. 
I ſtifled him, and that a good while ſince, 
And took Revenge for his proud Inſolence. 
His gaſping Groans I no ways did regard, 
But let my Heart againſt him grow ſo hard, 
That now I can, without the leaſt Controul, 
Have any Pleaſures that delight my Soul. 


Pra- 
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Profeſſor. | 
Au! Sir, go on, if that's the Choice you make, 
I never will ſuch curſed Counſel take : 

Whoever doth his Conſcience fo abuſe, 

Do h his dear Maker in like Manner uſe, 

And tho' in you poor Conſcience now lies ſlain, 
I' ti Julzment-Day he will revive again, 

And then againſt you his ſad Witneſs tear, 

And in your Face moſt ghaſtfully will fare. 
You'll have the worſt at laſt, I grieve to ſce 
You harden'd thus in your Iniqui y. 

| Apaſt ate. 

My Sorrow's gone, but thine, alas! will deuble, 
Concerning me, tbyſelt do thou not trouble. 
The Storms a"d bluſt'ring Winds are over-paſt, 
And very ſite | am arriv'd at laſt 
In the ſ:me Port where Princes do delight, 

For to repoſe themſclves in [> y and Night. 

J have been toſt upon the boiſtfrous Sear, 

Fand till of Ire could find no Reſt cr Eaſe; 

Put you, alas! with feſtleſs Storms are hurl'd, 

Whilſt 1 enjoy a very aviet World, 

All thy beft Days are gone, and plung'd thou'l: be 

Into the diſmal Gulph of Miſery ; 

Unleſs thou doſt recant, and ſtop thy Courſe, 

You'l} quickly ſee ah things grow worſe and worſe; 

Thoſe Foo s wiio do their nicer Conſcience mind, 

E'er 1 no they ſhall but livle Comfort find. 
Profeſſor. 

Sir, Storms and Tempeſts do, I know, attend 
Thoſe that reſolve poor Conſcience to befriend : 
Pauls Portion twas, who from his very Youth ; 
Kept a gord Conſcience, and obey'd the Truth; 
He met with bluſt'rting Winds, was toſt about, 
Ye: he did bear for Canaan moſt devout, Til 
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Till he, at laſt, the glcrious Voyage made, 

Getting the Crown which ne'er away will fade; 

All thoſe that ſaild this Way, have alt along 

Met with great Orpoſition, and much Wrong, 

From Pyrates, Robbeis, end Uſurpers, who 

Conttived have the Righteons to undo; 

This terrifies me n-t, bechuſe that I 

Know us the Way to tine Felicity. 

The Gold and precious things the Merchant gains, 

Do quit his Ceſt, and reccmpenſe bis Pains, 

& Hopes of loy, which fo Cœleſtial are, 

Makes me no Lzbcur, nor ro Coſt to frate. 

Y.u are for preſent things; I farther ſee, 

You are for Earth, but Heaven is for me. 

You are for Pleaſures, and for Bags of Gold, 

am fer that which AZoſes did behold. | 

You are for Esfe whatever it doth coſt, 

And Honour here, though Soul for it be loft, 

My Purpoſe 11] purſue, whate'cr I meet, 

My Portion's great, my Peace no Counterteit 

Heav'n's my Port, there's ſuch a I'm ſure ; 

Nevght ſhall entice me, or my Scul allure 

To loſe my Hold, III keep firm in my Station; 

Though in my Way [I meet with Tribulaticn, 

Yet I moſt ſafe ſhall there at laſt arrive, 

Nor Men, nor Devils, ever ſhall deprive 

My Soul of that Eternity Dwelling-Place, 

Such Confidence I have obtain'd though G:ace, 
Apoſtate, 

IF I ſhould grant things wi ich ſo doubtful are, 
That there's a (angan, or a Heaven, where 
Sweet Joys abound, beyond what's here below; 
Yet hurd it is tor any Man to know 
The ready Way unto that ſeeming Place. 
Conſider this, Oh! 'tis a weighty Caſe; For 
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For there ſo many Ways and Voices be ; T! 
How thou ſhouldſt find the right, I do not fee ; Bu 
Thou art a Stranger too, thou ſaid'ſt, be plain; 
Come, come young Man, turn with me back again. 
| Prafeyor. 
Nothing, dear Sir, more certain is than this, 
That there's a Heaven, or eternal Bliſs, 
The Heathens could, by Nature's Light, efpy 
Man's chiefeſt Good, his beſt Felicity, 
Muſt needs excel the beſt Enjoy ments here: 
And ſhall this doubtful unto thoſe appear, 
Who have God sWorks moſt dreadſully made known? 
Yea, and his Word, which very ſew, or none, 
Shall ſuch turn Atheiſts? This is very ſad, 
Tehwah came from Heaven t'other Day, 
And gave Directions how to find the Way. 
This Writing's firm, tis ſigned with his Blood, 
That the old Dragon, with his mighty Flood 
Of Superſtition, and perſecutirg Fire, 
Could it not ſpoil, nor gain his curſt Deſire. 
T ke holy Scriptures God to us bath given, 
To guide our Souls in the right Way to Heaven. 
Tough Satan has made Oppofition ſtrong, 
Vet ſtill we have it in our Mother- Tongue : 
And by this Means, moſt plain I come to know, 
The very Foot-ſteps where the Flock doth go. 
Apoſt ate. 
Tho you of Scripture ſeem to make your Boaſt 
Your Hopes of this will ſuddenly be loſt ; 
For you re not like the Scriptures long to have, 
Your Souls and others thus fot to deceive, 
For Holy Church, once more, will quite deſtroy 
I bis Engliſd God, which they ſeem to enjoy. 


Thou 
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Thou art unlearn'd, the Scriptures doſt not know, 
But wreſteſt them to thine own Overthrow. 


Profeſſor. 

They areunlearn'd, whom God hath never taught, 
But have in Popiſh Darkneſs up been brought ; 
They are unlearn'd, who never had the Spirit, 
Who think they can by Works Salvation merit : 
They are unlearn'd, who fooliſhly deny 
The Spirit's Teaching, and Authority, 

For to excel all human Arts and Science, 

And on no, Man's teaching wholly have Reliance : 
They are unlearn'd, or very poorly read, 

Who teach Chriſt Jeſus is a Piece of Bread, 
Which Rats and Mice may eat and vomit up, 

And do deny the Laity the Cup. 
They are unlearn'd, who think that Purgatory 
Can be ought elſe but a meer feigned Story. ; 
They are unlearn'd, whoſe Doctrine doth declare 
The Church doth on her Shoulders two Heads wear. 
That Man's unlearn'd, who never learned hath 
The 4, B, C, of the true Chriſtian Faith; 

I grant that Man is wholly yet unlearn'd, 

Who never knew himſelf, nor yet diſcern'd 

The curſed Nature of his heinous Sin: 

Nor what Eſtate by Nature he is in. 

That Man's unlearn'd, who never went to School 
Ot Chriſt, to learn how to become a Fool. 

He is unlearn'd ; yea, anda very Sot, | 
Who hath his Soul, and Jeſus Chriſt forgot ; 

And doth eſteem Earth's empty Vanit 

Above the Good, which Saints in God eſpy. 

F am unlearnd, and yet have learned how 

To crucify the Fleſh ; yea, and to bow 
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To Jeſus Chriſt, and for his precious fake, 
His Yoke and Burden w:illingly to take, 
And to extol hem, as he is Friel and King, 
And s my Prophet too in ev'ry thing. 


Some things, I muſt conteſs, J ne'er coulll learn, 


Nor zny ways perceive, ſee, or diſcern, 
1 never read of Peter's triple Crown, 
Nor tha: he ever wore a Popiſh Gown; 

I never eati'd that he did Pope become, 
Or ra''d o'er Kings, like to the Beaſts of Rome, 
I never lex:n'd that he had Concubines; =» 

Or ever Power had to pardon Sins. 

I n-ver lezrn'd, he granted Diſpenſatione, 

To poiſon Kings, or Rulers of this Nations, 
Who were prophane, or turred Hereticks, 

Or did refuſe the Faith of Catholicks. 

I rever read, that he bad Chefs of Gold, 

Or that great Benefits by him were fold, 

i never 1cad that he's call'd His Holineſs, 

Vet had as much as any Pope, I gueſs. 

] never learn'd, Peter did magnity 

Fimſeif above all Geds, or GOD on High ; 
Or that upon the Necks of Kings he tte d, 

Or ever he in Cloth of Gold was claJ. 

I never read, that he mite Laws to burn 
Such as were Here ichs, and would not turn 
To Jeſus Chriſt, much te's to murder thoſe: 
Who did, in truth, Id latry oppoſe, 

I never learn'd nor could do to this day, 
Thar Pope and Pcter walk'd both in one Way, 
ves, or that they in a' y thing accord, 
Sive only, in denying of the Lord: 

Peter deny'd him, vet did love him dear; 
The Pope denies him, aud Coth Hatred bear 
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To him, and to all thoſe that do him love, 
Who bear his Image, an are from above. 
Peter deny'd him, and did weep amin, 
The Pope denies with the greateſt Ditdain, 
Fel er deny d him, yet for him did die, 
The Pope | in Malice him doth Crucify. 
Pur ceny 0 him thrice, ard then repented, 
The Pope a thouſand times, but ne'er rejented. 
Hur and Tora no mighty Scholars weie, 
Yet few tor Knowledge might with them compue, 
Tie earned Schoolmen put our Lord to Death, 
Aud a very few of ſuch Chriſt called hath. 
But poor deſpiſed Perſons he doth call. 
And : paiſeth by the high-floun Cardinal. 
For human Learning. ard ſuch kind of Preaching, 
I; nothirg to the bleſſed Spirit's Teaching. 
] Learnir 'Þ like, ard grant that Men may ule it, 
Yet would I have them not for to abuſe it. 
A: p0/7ate. | | 

Leave off theſe canting Strains, and don't der'de 
Our Holy Father, for I can't abide 
To hear ſach prating Fcol-. Alec you fo wiſe? a 
Daie you the Roly Mother Chuich deſpiſe ? i 
'Iis a Religion I like beſt of all, 
The Pope I do adore, and Cardinal, 
there's Pomp and Riches, aud all worldly 7+ | 
Vo! hit yOu ta, k of is an unpleaſant MEry. - | lire ? | 
He Te's Hezv'n and Earth, what cant e more de- 


O of thy Gad, or any Man requife? 
1'e Way thouſt loſt, and Canaan wilt not fee, 
Wich Specd thereſore turn back again with me, 
Profeſſor. 
Cou!d I no other Reaſon give or urge, 
To prove Rome's Church untrue, I can't but juilge, 


That 
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That which you ſpake doth plainly it declare, 

For in Chriſt's Church no ſuch vain Pomps appear. 
No worldly Glory doth Chriſt's Church adorn, 

For ſhe's afflicted, much deſpis'd, and torn. 

Her Beauty can't with outward Eyes be ſeen, = 
Her Beauty, and her Glory are within. 

When Fon ſet forth the Antichriſtian State, 

Much outward Pomp, 'tis true, he doth relate, 
Who at poor Zion doth with Envy ſnarl. (Pearl, 
No Liberty to th' Fleſh the Lord doth give, 

| Saints mult alone after the Spirit live. 

No ſerving God and Mammon, Sir, tis plain, 
| You muſt to Hell, except you're born again, 

If you'll be Chriſt's, with ſpeed then turn you muſt, 

t And crucify the Fleſh, with all its Luft. 
| All thoſe who do God's holy Word contemn, 

No Light, nor Truth, is there at all in them ; 
Their Feet on the dark Mountains ſoon will fall, 
And utter Ruin will o'ertake them all. 

do not fear, nor have I any Doubt, 

But I ſhall find this bleſſed Canaan out: 

{ To turn to Egypt with you back again, 
Te Thoughts of it my Soul doth much diſdain, 
1 Doſt think l'Il leave my Quails and Manna rare, 

For ſtinking Garlick, and baſe Onious there? 
—_ Apoſtage. 

For all you Vourage, Sir, I do ſuppoſe 
You will repent that ever you have choſe 
To leave the Comforts of a precious Wort, 
And with fond Zeal thus blindly to be hurl d. 
You are a Man that might advanced be 
Unto great Honour, State, 2nd Dignity ; 
Your Father's Maſter of a great Eſtate, 
You are alſo his Son, I hear of late, 
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If you do not this new Religion leave, 
One Groat of him you are not like to have. 
Profeſſor. 

This World is a juſt Balance, oft I try, 
And find it higher far than Vanity. 
Riches, alas! are only Bags of Cares, 
Honours are nought but foul bewitching Snares. 
Your outward Joy will turned be to Sadneſs. 
Your Pleaſure into Pain, your Wiſdom, Madneſs. 
You catch at nothing, *tis at beſt a Bubble, 
Which long you cannot keep, altho' you double 
Your Diligence, and think to hold it faſt, 
T will fly with ſpeed. *T is but an empty Blaſt. 
This World's a Strumpet, like of whom I've read, 
Who with ſweet Fumes enticeth to her Bed ; 
With amorous Glances promiſes a Bliſs, 
And hides Deſtruction with a feigned Kits. 
She hugs the Soul ſhe hates, yea, and does prove 
A very Judas where ſhe feigns to love. 
Take heed therefore, leſt you be catch'd i'th' Snare, 
And buy your late Repentance much too dear. 
The Comforts here, which you do precious call, 
Each wiſe Man ſees are vain, and fleeting all; 
To think I ſhould repent, no Cauſe is there, 
If Things by you conſider'd rightly were. 
What Moſes choſe of old, the ſame do I, 
All vain Allurements I do quite defy. 
I knew, when firſt my Journey I did take, 
I muſt my Father's Houſe learn to forſake; 
In Abraham's ſteps I am reſolv'd to go, 
Whatever I expoſed am unto. 
An Heir to be unto ſome great Eſtate, 
Or Son unto ſome mighty Potentate, 
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Isen uaht to what by Grace l'm born unto, 
My orden great, | know not how to ſhow ; 
I'm Heir unto that mighty King cf Heaven, 
Fer long to me a (2144 will be given, 

1 do reſolve to hold out o the End 
Altho' 1 by'ni one Gioat, or eatthly Friend. 
Apoſtate. 

What Ground have you, my Friend, for to believe? 
If ycu forſake all things, ſhall you receive 
Thi; Land you ſpeak of tor your own Poſleſlion, 
Unto your tieart dis good to put the Queſtion ; 
For ma':y unto great things do lay claim, 

Yet ſome oſt-times | ſee, and ſure l am, 
Unto ſuch Lands can no gocd Title ſhow, | 
Aliho' they ſtrive for them, as you may dog 
x It you ſtould ſel] whate'er you have for thiz, 
i Ard yet, at laſt, ſhould alſo of it miſs ; 
| You'll ſee yourſelf at length then quite undone; 
1 Conlider cn't, and back with me return. 
I To fave my own, I thought 'twas beſt for me, 
4 Unleſs of this I could aſſured be. 
Profeſſor. 

Don't think you ſhall my Zeal fer Heaven cool, 
Nor my dear Soul with Fancies thus befo"], 
Knouze up, my Soul, now in thy own Defence, 
A. thow thy clear, thy precious Evidence. 
an any thing be plainer here on Earth? 

For me 'twas purchas'd by Chriſt Jeſus's De th, 

i The Father doth his Kingdom own, and he 
| lor his own Child hath late adopted me. 
Apoſtate. 

How do yon know you be his Child? in this 

You ma; miſtake, and fo many Canaan miſs. 
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Profeſſor. 
My late Converſion doth moſt plainly prove 
Ny inward Birth is truly from above, 
The Thuth and Conſcience both agree in one, 
Jam, thro' Grace, no Baſtard, but a Son; 
Beſides all this, ſince J did firſt believe, 
An Earneſt of this Land I did receive: 
And divers Promiſes alſo there be, 
Which bind it firmly over unto me. 
Is not my Title unto Heaven good, 
When ſign'd and ſealed to me by Chriſt's Blood? 
You ſee by theſe I have a certain Ground, 
And good Aflurance for God's Kingdom found. 
But you, as it appears, do quite deſpair, 
Without all Hopes of ever coming there. 
Apoſtate. 

Nay ſtay alittle, don't affirm that neither, 
My may not | as ſoon as you get chither? 
Tho' in that Way in which I late did walk, 
was deceiv'd with many other Folk; 
And thought that Heaven was entail'd on thoſe, 
Who did the Pope and Church oſ Rome oppole ; z 
Thinking a Man a Separate muſt be 
rom the fame Church, or elſe could never ſee, 
Find or enjoy Felicity gr Reſt, 
And therefore, I, like others did proteſt 
Againſt that ancient Mother-Church, whom now 
Lara reſolved to own, yea, and to bow 
Down unto her, with all humble Subjection; 
Thinking it beſt, for ſafety and Protection, 
Reſolving never more to vex my Mind: 
As I have done, for I ſhall ſooner find 
In this ſmooth Way Aſſurance to Salvation, 
Than if I had kept in my June Station. 


And 
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And that Rame's Church can plead Antiquity, 
No Prote/iant, I'm ſure, can it deny. 
Yea, and muſt grant, whatever's their Profeſſion, 
That none but Rae can prove their true Succeſſion 
From thoſe brave Churches which firſt planted were 
By the Apoſtles, as their Acts declare. 
And therefore, Youth, you muſt no longer boaſt 
Of Faith and Confidence, for you have ſoſt 
Your Way to Heaven, and mult therefore look 
Upon that Church which long hath been ſorſook, 
For though Corruption in the Church there be, 
Yet all ſhould walk in Uniformity, 
Preſeſſer. 
Six, I deny your Church's Conſtitution, 
Which makes me loathe you; and for yourPollution, 
Cotruption, and vile Spots, they are ſo bad, 
No Church of Chriſt the like hath ever had : 
Which I reſolve fully to make appear, 
Before I leave You, if you pleaſe to hear. 
Apoſtate. (clear ; 
Rome's. Church was rightly gather'd, that's moſt 
St. Paul, himſelf to this doth Witneſs beat; 
Faith and Repentance truly did they own, 
Ard were baptized in due Form, 'tis known. 
No Church in Conſtitution right has been, 
It that our Church doth fail the leaſt herein. 
Probeſſer. (Days, 
R:me's Church, 1 grant, was true i'th* Apoſtles 
Put your's from that doth differ many ways. 
From the true Faith ſhe hath departed quite, 
And the true Church was forced to take her Flight. 
Into the dark and howling Wilderneſs, 
W-ere The lay in fore and great Diſtreſs. 
It R::-'s Church now were like unto the Old, 
Then with the Roman % we all would hold. 0 But 
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But when ſhe is become Chriſt's Enemy, 
God out of Babylon doth bid us fly, 
I: you can prove Rome's Church hath not declin'd 
From that Church-State by Paul himſelf defin'd, 
You will then undertake for to do more, 
Than any Papiſt ever did before. 
God once the Jewiſh Church did own, and love: 
But for their Sins he did It quite remove 
Out of his Sight, they're broken for their Sin, 
With other Churches that have famous been, 
And yet to keep ſome outward Form or Show 
Of Worſhip and Church-State, as Rome may do, 
Who has, in truth, nought elfe, ſave a brave Name, 
As hath bcen clearly prov'd by Men of Fame, 
If you ſhould bring your Viſibility, 
To prove your Church is true, I do reply, 
A better Argument I need not bring, 
To prove you falſe, than tBat ſame very Thing: 
For the true Church, being hid, did not appear 
A thouſand two hundred and ſixty Peak. 
And then, whereas you in the ſecond Place 
Mention Antiquity, 'tis a clear Caſe, | 
Your Church is under Age, 'tis much too young, 
Out of the Apoſtaſy, alas ! ſhe ſprung ; | 
A Baſlard Church, baſe Born, meer National, 
And therefore, that's for you no Proof at all : 
The fleſhly Secd 1'th* Church muſt not be brought; 
Joln Baptiſt and our Saviour both fo taught: 
Chriſt's Church is £ather'd by Regeneration, 
And not as 'twas i'ch' former Diſpenſation, 
You in a lineal way do go about 
Jo take in thoſe whom Jeſus hath ſhut out. 
The Axe is now laid to the Root o'th' Tree, 
And ey'ry one true Penitent mult be. 
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Your Church is not ſo eather'd, thereſore-I 
Deny your Church, and its Antiquity: 
Which is ſupported by the carnal Sword, 

And not by the true Power of God's Word, 

Is very falſe. And that Rome's Church is fo, 
Not a ſew worthy Authors plainly ſhow ; 
The Counſel which an ancient Author gave, 
Let every Soul with ſpecial Cate receive. 

He that weuld holy live, from Rome be pecking, 
There's al: Things elſe, but Godlineſi is lacking. 
She alio doth moſt dev*iiſh Doctrines hold, 
Accordirg as the Apoſtles have toretold; 
In charging People to abſtain from Meat, 
Which frecly Gcd alloweth us to eat; 

and in deny ing Ferfons for to Wed, 

Tho' God admirs the undefiled Bed. 

By means of thele moſt curſed Prohibitions, 
Your Clergy ſtink alive with groſs Pollutions. 
And many other filthy Popes of Rome 

Have S$c:mtes and Buggerers become: 

Mcoſt curſed Stews allowed are by them, 
\Whom none 1ih'Popedom dare i' th' leaſt condemn ; 
Vile Necromancers many of them were, 
Hiters of God ; no Sin, in Truth, is there, 
But ſome proud Popes of it have guilty been, 
As may upon Record be daily ſeen. 

Is this your holy Head, and rev'rend Father 
Next unto Chriſt ſupreme? Is he not rather 

A Devil Incarnate, the worſt of Mandkind ? 

W ho can in Hell a viler Sinner find? 


Is Rome Chriſt's Church, his Spoule, his only Love. 


His undefilad one, his ſpotleſs Dove? 

Sir, don't miſtake, ſhe is that ſcarlet Whore, 

Whom John Characletiſed heretofore 
Which 
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Which I ſhall ſoon evince, and make. appear, 
If you, wich Patience, will but lend an Ear. 
Apoſtate. 

I find you in Reproaches free enouzh, 
But ſhan't expect you ſo too in your Proof: 
Thoſe common Epithets of Beaſt, and W hore, 
Are daily flung at ev'ry Body's Door i 
But for to warrant your ſeverer Doom, 
Prove that they properly belong to Kome. 

Profeſſr 

That Truth God's holy Word doth well explain, 
That City, which o'er Kings was us'd to Reign, 
Was that ſame Who, the Spirit clear doth ſhow, 
And that Kome was that City, all Men know; 
Who then; above all others, bore fhe Sway ? 
I was Rome the Nations fear'd, and did obey. 
And till, you Papiſts, to her Biſhops give 
Headſhip o'er all, who on the Earth do live : 
Before him Kings and Emp'rors muſt ſubmit, 
So that he may a mighty Monarch fit. 
The ſecond Character of Babylon, 
His Pomp, and State, wherein is proudly ſhown, 
That Rome has been a rich, gay, coſtly Whore, 
England once found, I wiſh. we may no more. 
Infinite Sums ſhe almoſt ſqueez'd from hence, 
For Pardons, Obijts, Annates, and Peter Pence : 
v. nd through each Land, where ſhe her Triumphs 1 d, 
Whole Swa arms of Locuſts, Prie/ts and Friars to! 
Theſe, as the Janizaries to the T urk, (Herend. 
Were faithful Slaves till to promote the Work. 
Whilſt to maintain theſe Drones, ſhe {wept away 
The Fat and Wealth of Nations for thair Prey. 
In the third Place, ſhe doth Men's Souls enſlave, 
PFhis Mark in Rome moſt evident we have. 
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With dangerous Vows, unwarranted Traditions, 
Implicit Faith, a thouſand Superſtitions; 
Pretended Miracles, apparent Lyes, 
Damable Errors, and ſuch Fopperies. 
She clogs the Conſcience, and to make all well, 
Boaſts all her Dictates are Infallible. 
This can of n&e but Rome be underſtood, 
That drunken Whore, who reels in Martyrs Blood, 
As | more plainly now ſhall make appear, 
And then with Patience your Excuſes hear. 
Within the Compaſs of five hundred Years, 
Has been preſented io the Eyes and Ears 
Of future Ages, the moſt ſad Contents 
Of Bloody Tragedies, and dire Events 
Of dreacful Wars in ſeveral Generations, 
And overthrow of many fruitful Nations. 
Jeruſalem, that City of Renown, 

Jack'd by YVeſpaſran, burnt and broken down, 
It was indeed a dreadful Deſolation ; 
And ſo have Conqu'rors dealt with many a Nation, 
All Conqu'rors ever found a Time to ceaſe, 
When once they Conqu'red then they were at Peace, 
They Murder'd none but ſuch as would not yield 
To own them for their Lord, and in the Field. 
But this vile dtrumpet's Blood-bedabbled Hands, 
Finds not a Period, never countermands 
Her cruel Rage, her Murders know no End, 
She Slaughters when ſhe Pity does pretend. 

Murders in time of Peace her Neighbours, when 
They thought themſelves the moſt ſecure of Men, | 
One might fill Volumes with her bloody Story, 
In which ſhe ſtil perſiſts, and makes her Glory, 

"Fo ine ep bi ftrarge Torments, to deprive the Breath 
Of Chrialans by a tedious ling; ing Death, 
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The brutiſh Nerv, firſt of Tyrant-Kings, 

From whoſe baſe Root nine other Tyrants ſprings,- 

Whoſe moſt inhuman Acts, not to their Glory, 

Did leave the World a lamentable Story: 

And to their laſting and eternal Shame, 

Did purchaſe to themſclves that hateful Name 

Of bloody Monſters, in the Shape of Men, 

Whoſe cruel Deeds deſerve an Iron Pen, 

That might perpetuate to After-times, 

Theſe Heathens Cruelty : Record the Crimes 

For which thoſe Chriſtians willingly laid down 

Their earthly Houſes, for a Heavenly Crown. 

Reflect a while, Sir, and but caſt an Eye 

Firſt on thoſe Heathen Emperors Cruelty, 

Then view the bloody Papiſts, and compare 

Their Cruelties together, and as far 

As Egypt's Darkneſs did exceed our Light, 

Or Midnight differs from the Morning bright; 

So far the Papiſt's Cruelty doth exceed 

The worſt of Heathen Tyrants, and indeed 

If Cyprian and Eufebius Words be true, 

Yearly theſe perſecuting Emp'rors ſlew 

Millions of Souls, ſhedding their guiltleſs Blood, 

Which ran like mighty Waters from a Flood. 
The Things wherein theſe Chriſtians did offend, 

Were only theſe, they did refuſe to bend 

Their H&v'n devoted Knees, or fall before 

'T hoſe Idol Gods, thoſe Emperors did adore. 

One God they did believe created all ; 

'T hey did believe in Chriſt, and down did fall 

Proſtrate upon the Earth, and daily bring 

Sacrifice only to that heavenly King. 

Their Emperors Gods thoſe Chriſtians did deride, 

This was the Cauſe ſo many Millions dy'd. 
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Theſe Emperors thinking themſelves engag'd 
Their Idols to defend, grew more enrag'd, 

Seeing the Chr fians boldly to deſpiſe 

Their Gods, and honour Chriſt before their Eyes. 

We thus may plainly fee a Reaſon why 

Heatheniſh Emperors us'd ſuch Cruelty. 

Tas not becauſe they worſhip'd not aright, 

But worthip'd not at all; but in deſpite 

Unto thoſe Idols, whom they Gods did call, 

Afiirming that they were no Gods at all. 

A Deed not to be born by Fleſh and Blood, 

To haye the Edits of their Gods withſtood : 
Let in the midſt of all thoſe Tyrants Rage, 
Serious Advice, a little would aſſuage 

Their heviſh Fury, and would ſometime ceaſe, 
To give the Chriſtians a breathing Space: 

But when as thoſe ten Emp'rors ceas'd to be, 
Then terminated all their Cruelty. | 

And now the heathen Emp'rors do as much adore 
The God of Heaven and Earth, as they before 
Had done their Idols and zealous for the Churcn, 
Give great Donations, make their Biſhops rich, 
And now proud Rome, ſince Conſtantine the Great, 
Thou by Degrees haſt taken up thy Seat, 

Puft up with Riches, ſwollen with filthy Pride, 
From God's pure Laws are quickly turn'd alide ; 
As God doth hate, and utterly refuſe, 

And now ſuch Biſhops only do'ſt thou chuſe. 
Prond, ſer.ſual, void of the godly Spirit, 

Such as the Lord hath ſaid ſhall not inherit 
Eternal Glory, ſuch thy Biſhops be, 

Who ſhould be fill'd with "Truth and Purity: 
Shining like Light before the Flocks, that they 
The beiter may diſcern the perfect Way. 
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But now, inſtead of ſuch as theſe, behold, 
They are preſumptuous, proud, imperious, bold, 
Changing the Worſhip that the Lord made know ny 
And in its ſtead will introduce their own. 
Yea, ſo preſumptuous are they in their Pride, 
As to affirm, God's Holy Word's no Guide 
For Men to walk by; the only Rules that they 
Do counſel them, nay force them to obey, 
Is their Traditions, which they hold to be 
Far more Authentick than our Lord's Decree. 
And now theſe Chri/?ians whoſe moſt tender Heart 
Durſt not believe them, fearing to depart 
From God's DireE..ons, which in lis bleſt Word | 
He hath ſo plainly left upon Record; 
Theſe are the Men this wicked Strumpet hath 
So often made the Object of her Wrath : 
O may the Blood-dronk Earth ne'er ceaſe to cry 
Unto the Heaven-enthroned Majcſty : 
Till God take Vengeance, as he did on Cain, 
For all the righteous Abels he hath flain! 
Not for denying, but honouring the Lord, 
Vea, for believing that his ſacred Word 
Is the moſt perfect, and moſt trueſt Guide; 
The Rules by which all Doctrines ſhall be try'd: 
Our bleſſed Land bids ſoarch them; for (taith he) 
They are theſe Words that teſtify of Me. 
Lo, here's the Cauſe, behold the Reaſon why 
The Whore has acted ſo much Cruelty. 
Inhuman Murders doth, this Wore invent, 
W hereby ſhe daily flays the Innocent: 
Perfidious Rome, Whole moſt inhuman Wiath 
Paſſing the Limits of a Chriſtian Faith, 
Within the Space of eight and twenty Days, 

Thy bloody Hand moſt treach ouſly iLouays 
5 Ten 


Theſe Emperors thinking themſelves engag'd 
Their Idols to defend, grew more enrag'd, 
Seeing the Chri fiaus boldly to deſpiſe 

Their Gods, ood honour Chriſt before their Eyes. 
We thus may plainly fee a Reaſon why 
Heatheniſh Emperors us'd ſuch Cruelty. 

Tas not becauſe they worthip'd not aright, 
But worfhip'd not at all; but in deſpite 
Unto thoſe Idols, whom they Gods did call, 
Affirming that they were no Gods at all. 
A Deed not to be born by Fleſh and Blood, 
To haye the Edicts of their Gods withſtood : 
Let in the midſt of all thoſe Tyrants Rage, 
Serious Advice, a little would aſſuage 

Their heviſh Fury, and would ſometime ceaſe, 
To give the Chriſtians a breathing Space: 
But when as thoſe ten Emp'rors ceas'd to be, 
Then terminated all their Cruelty. 
And now the heathen Emp'rors do as much adore 
The God of Heaven and Earth, as they before 
Had done their Idols and zealous for the Church, 
Give great Donations, make their Biſhops rich, 
Ard now proud Rome, ſince Con/tantine the Great, 
Thou by Degrees haſt taken up thy Seat, 
Puft up with Riches, ſwollen with filthy Pride, 
From God's pure Laws are quickly turn'd ali de; 
As God doth hate, and utterly retuſe, 
And now ſuch Biſhops only do'ſt thou chuſe. 
Prond, ſer.{ual, void of the godly Spirit, 
Such as the Lord hath faid ſhall not inherit 
Eternal Glory, ſuch thy Biſhops be, 
Who ſhould be fill'd with Iruth and Purity : 
Shining like Light before the Flocks, that they 
The better may diſcern the pertect Way. 
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But now, inſtead of ſuch as theſe, behold, 

They are preſumptuous, proud, imperious, bold, 
Changing the Worſhip that the Lord made known, 
And in its ſtead will introduce their own. 1 
Yea, ſo preſumptuous are they in their Pride, 

As to affirm, God's Holy Word's no Guide 

For Men to walk by; the only Rules that they 
Do counſel them, nay force them to obey, 

Is their Traditions, which they hold to be 

Far more Authentick than our Lord's Decree. 

And now theſe Chri/?ians whoſe molt tender Heart 
Durſt not believe them, fearing to depart 

From God's DireE..dns, which in his bleſt Word 
He hath fo plainly left upon Record; 

Theſe are the Men this wicked Strumpet hath 

So often made the Object of her Wrath: 

O may the Blood-dronk Earth ner ceaſe to cry 
Unto the Heaven-enthroned Majeſty : 

Till God take Vengeance, as he did on Cain, 

For all the righteous Abels he hath flain! 

Not for denying, but honouring the Lord, 

Vea, for believing that his ſacred Word 

Is the moſt perfect, and moſt trueſt Guide; 

The Rules by which all Doctrines ſhall be try'd: 
Our bleſſed Lord bids ſoarch them; for (ſalth he) 
They are theſe Words that teſtify of Me. 

Lo, here's the Cauſe, behold the Reaſon why 
The Whore has acted ſo much Cruelty. 
Inhuman Murders doth, this W hore invent, 

W hereby ſhe daily flays the Innocent: 

Perfidious Rome, Whole moſt inhuman VV rath 
Paſſing, the Limits of a Chriſtian Faith, 
Within the Space of eight and twenty Days, 

Thy bloody Hand moſt treact'rouſly Lotays 
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Ten thouſand Souls, and to that bloody Score 
Adds quickly after twenty thouſand more. 

How many Murders more that Popiſh Nation 
Hath done, the Roman Hiſtories make Relation; 
And yet from Cruelty Rome has not ceas'd, 

And as her Years, her Murders has increas d, 
And ſwoln to bigger Numbers, in leſs Space, 

As Bellermine atteſteth to his Face: 

Who thus atteſts, that from the Morning Light, 
Until the ſable Curtains of the Night i 

W here Clofely drawn, her bloody Hands did ſlay 
An hundred thouſand Souls: O! let that Day 

In Characters of Blood recorded be, 

That they remain unto Eternity. 

O let the Earth, that drinketh in the Rain, 
That did receive the Blood of all the Slain, 

Let both the Heavens and the Earth implore 

The God of Heaven to confound the Whore, 

O! poor Bobemia thou haſt had a Taſte 

When wicked Julian laid thy Country waſte, 
Burning thy Towns and Villages with Fire, 
Sparing not Young, nor Old, nor Son, nor Sire. 
Thu found'ſt the wolfiſh Popes, in ev'ry Age, 
Contrive thy Ruin, many times engage 
Thy Neighb'ring Nations to ſhed forth thy Blood, 
Only becauſe faithful Bohemia ſtood 

For God's pure Church, Martin the Sixth excites 
Emperors, Kings, Dukes, Barons, Earls, and Knights 
With one Conſent to fall upon the Nation, 

On no leſs Terms than on their own Salvation; 
Unto the vileſt Sinner that e're ſtood 

Upon the Earth, that would but ſhed the Blood 
Only of one Bohemian. O Rage 
Not to be parallel'd in any Age, 


Except 
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Except that Monſter; Who did ſo rebuke | 

The over-charitable Popiſh Duke 

Of de Alva, and would you know his Crime, 

It was becauſe that he in ſix Years Time 

With to much Lenity cauſed not the Earth 

More Chriſtians Blood to drink, than iſſu'd forth 

From Eighteen thouſand Souls; for this, the Duke 

Was thought by Papiſts worthy a Rebuke. 

Is Eighteen thoufand in fix Years ſo few, 

In the Account of your Bloody-thirſty Crew, 

Inhumanly to Murder? Yes, Indeed, | 

Becauſe their former Numbers did exceed. 

But if the Duke of Ava's Bloody Bill 

Came ſhort in Numbers, yet his Hand did fill 

It up with Torments, dreadful to rehearſe, 

As that the very T houghts thereof would pierce 

A marble Heart, make Infidels relent, 

Torments that none but Devils could invent. 

But if all this was over little, ſtill 

His Predeceſſors added to the Bill: 

For, from the Time that helliſh Inquiſion 

Did from the Devil firſt receive Commiſſion, 

As well approved Hiſtory doth relate, 

"Till thirty Years expired had their Date, 

By cruel Torments, which they ſtill retain, 

One hundred fifty thouſand there were lain; 

Depriving them, as far as in them lay, 

Of all the Joys that either Night or Day 

Atfords Mankind; for them there was not found. 

So much Sun-Light, as to uphold the Ground. 

If noiſome Creatures bred, and foſter'd there, 

Thote very Creatures their Companions were. 

What Food they eat, was only to ſecure 

Their Souls auve, ſo that they might endure 15 
6- 
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The many Torments that they did provide, | 

And fo one hundred fifty "Thouſand dy'd: -: | 

Thus may I ſooner ſpend my Strength and Tears, : 

And tire, if you regard, your Eyes and Ears, 

Than give a full, and abſolute Relation 

Of all the Ads of Rome's Abomination. 

Oh, may my native Country rather hear 

Their bloody Acts, than in the leaſt part bear 
Her Burden, or behold her murd'ting Hand, 

Once more ſpread thro' the Confines of our Land, 

But I perceive theſe Truths are dully heard, 

And that you little my Diſcourſe regard. 

| Apoſtate. 
Yes, yes, I hear, and ſmile, what Tragedies 
You make of lawful, juſt Severitics. 
'The Martyrs you applaud, were Rebels too, 
And ſtill againſt Authority would go; 
Tr then they fuffer'd, pray who is to blame? 
Profeſſor. 

Already I have ſhown that, to their Shame. 
And I will have my Country men to take 
Another Tafte, to keep them ſtill awake. 

Let not the Strumpet's ſugar'd Words perſuade 
You to give Credit to her, that's her Trade, 
Like wicked Cain, firſt of that ſinful Race, 
Wo flew his Brother, ſmiling in his Face. 
rom the firſt Time that e'er the helliſh Rage 
Of Jeſuits appeared on the Stage; 
Nine hnngred Thoufand Souls, or thereabout; 
E'er many Y ears had run their Hours out, 
Of the Americans, by Popiſh Spain, 

In fifty Year were fifteen Millions ſlain. 
Ihe poor, religious Valdenſes, whoſe Eye, 
Like the quick fighted Vultur doth eſpy 


Remes 


and a young Profeſſor, 133: 
Rone's filthy Whorcdoms, readily to diſclaim 
Her vile Idolatry, and hate the fame : 
Drunk dreadful Draughts of Rome's moſt bloody Cup, 
Which was with hell-bred F ury poured up ; 
And yet, as if ſhe had not been content 
To murder Parents, with their Innocent, 
Fourſcore ſweet Babes, that never did offend, 
Famiſh'd to Death, their harmleſs Lives did end. 
Search, ſearch into the deep Abyfs of Hell, 
And ſee if all the Devils can parallel 
So vie an Act. O moſt imperious T reaſon, 
Againſt the King of Kings, and Law of Reaſon. 
Are Papiſts Chriſtians, and are theſe their Ads, 
To puniſh ſuch as ne er committed Facts? 
Are theſe right Actings, fitting Goſpel- Times, 
To lay on Babes the Weight of higheſt Crimes? 
Did Chriſt do ſo? Or hath he ever given 
hem Leave to do fo with the Heirs of Heaven? 
Thoſe murder'd Souls under the Altar lie, 
Crying, Hu longs eternal Majeſty © 
How long wilt be, e er thou avenge thy Saints, 
And nd an Ear unto their ſad Complaints? 
Theſe Valdenſes being overcome, and dead, 
A little Remnant that eſcaped, fled; 
'Faught by Dame Nature's Moral Laws, to ſave. 
Their much delired Lives; within a Cave 
Did hide themſelves, hoping at laſt, that they, 
Taking Advantage of another Day, 
Might be tranſported to another Land, 
And ſo eſcape out of the Hunter's H: and: 
Hut as the Hounds do hunt the wearied Hart 
With nimble Steps; and never will depart 
The Fields, or Meadows, or the ſilent Wood, 
Till they ſurprize the Beaſt, even thoſe Blood- 
Devour- 
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Devouring Monſters having found the Cave, 
Moſt barbarouſly did make that Place their Grave, 
Wberein four hundred yielding up their Breath, 
Were in a barbarous Manner choak'd to Death. 
What Part of Europe now can make her Boaſt, 
And ſay they have not taſted, to their Coaſt, 
Of Romijh Mercy? Some are yet alive, 
Whoſe Parents felt the Death ſhe did contrive. 

O Germany / thy poor diſtreſs'd Eſtate, 
Will ſpeak to future Ages, and relate 
Whole Volumes of her bloody Murders, and 
The murder d Souls of bleeding Ireland, 


Thoſe dreadful Murders have the Eyes and Ears 

Of ſome now living heard, and ſeen the Tears 

Of Sovl afflicted Parents, whoſe ſad Eyes 

Beheld their murder'd Babes, and heard their Cries, 
Their Daughters raviſh'd, and when that was done, 
Cruelly murder'd, and the hopeful Son 


By 


and a Toung Profeſſor, 
By unheard Torments ſlain before their Eyes; 
Whilſt they beheld their Childrens Miſeries : 
Their Children murder'd, and their Wives defil'd,. 
Whoſe Bodies they ript up when great with Child 
And all this while Parents and Husbands were 
Forc'd to behold what Fleſh and Blood can't bear: 
Ripping up Women great with Child's not all, 
For that, although inhumane, was but ſmall, 
Compar'd with other Torments they endur'd, 
Whoſe Patience bore what elſe could not be cur d. 
We ſee how they have dealt with ev'ry Nation ; 
And ſhall we think, at laſt, to find Compaſſion ? 
The Tears that ran from dying Infants Eyes, 
Like plenteous Showers from the weeping Skies; 
Whoſe great Abundance might have made a River, 
Yet all thoſe Floods of Britiſb Tears could never 
Enter a Papiſt's Heart, fo hard condens'd ; 
So void ef Pity,. and all Human Senſe: 
To hear the doleful Shrieks, and dying Groans 
Of poor diſtreſſed Babes, who make their Moans 
Unto their Parents before they depart, 
I heſe are the Things delight a Papiſt's Heart. 
To ſee the dying Gaſps before the Death 
Of tortur'd Souls, whoſe Life-foriaken Breath 
Had waited many a tedious Hour paſt, 
When their tormented Souls ſhould breath their laſt, 
Whoſe doleful Sighings penetrate the Skies, | 
Such Objects do delight a Papiſt's Eyes. 
And can we, now at leaſt, expect to find 
Rome is grown merciful, and Papiſts kind? 
No, no, we cannot do't, if we but fix 
Our ſerious Thoughts upon late Sixty Six. 
When London was conſum'd, that famous City, 
Its Ruin did beſpeak them void of Pity, 2 
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By Rome's Contrivance was fair London burnt, 
En:land's Metropolis to Aſhes turn'd. 

The Merchants of their Riches quite bereft, 
Rich Men to Day, to Morrow nothing left, 
"Their Wives and Children harbourleſs became, 
Their Subſtance all conſum'd in the Flame; 


— 
—_— 
— 


— — 
— 
——— — — — — — 
— * 
2 — — 
. — — - 
- —_ 4+. 
++ - 228 
| FEISS << 
„ ” 
22299 2277 


The doleful Shreeks, the lamentable Cries, 

And Floods of Tears, that from weeping Eyes, 
As true Reſemblances, did repreſent 

The Sorrows that our Neighbours underwent, 
And can we think that ſuch Hell- bottom'd Rage, 
That did provoke ſo many to engage 

In fuch an Act far worſe than Powder-Trgaſon ;. 
Can we ſuppoſe, if we conſult with Reaſon, 

The Fury of their helliſh Rage expir'd, 

So ſoon as eer that famous Place was h1'd ? 

No, no, good Sir, your Pardon I preſume, 

TT hoſe Hell-enraged Flames that did conſume 

So fair a City in 10 ſhort a Space, ; 

Hell gave thoſe Flames Commiſſion down to raze 
Not Lenden only, but ev'ry Soul that hath 

A Heat: reſohhed to maintain the Faith „„ 
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Of TESUS, Proteſtants both great and ſmall, 

Rome hath determin'd their eternal Fall. 

And thoſe more formal Proteſtants, whoſe Zeal 
May ſecretly preſuade them to conccal 

Their ſeeming Faith, and feignedly to cloſe 

With Rome's erroneous Doctrines, and ſuppoſe 
Thereby to ſave their Lives ; let none believe 

Such vain Perſuaſives, many did deceive 
Themſelves for Rome, that painted ſcarlet Whore 
Will deal with them, as ſuch hath done before, 
Wich fuch as hoped in the ſelf- ſame kind 

Mercy to meet, but nought leſs do find. 

Chriſt never gave unto his Church Commiſſion 
For to make Laws, for grievous Pepſecution. 

No outward Force were they i' th' leaſt to uſe, 
Much leſs poor Innocents for to abuſe. - 

The holy Saints, and People of the Lord, 

Their only weapon was God's ſacred Word: 

With that leſt Word they always overcome, 

And did reſute all Hereticks, but Rome 
Makes Uſe, *tis plain, with carnal Sword and Fire; 
It's Blood, It's Blood, this Locuſt doth deſire : 
Death without Mercy, Acts of Cruelty, 

The matter muſt decide continually. 

What Maſlacres hath ſhe contrived by Night, 
When nature doth to Reft each Man invite? 

When fleep hath ſhut their Eyes,no Thought of Harms 
Did them poſleſs, but in their folded Arms | 
Their Wives and Children lay, in Hopes that they 
Thro' Grace might live to ſee another Day. 
Then came theſe murd'ring Butchers ſent from Hell, 
Nothing but Blood would their vile Rage repel. 

If theſe Church-dealings will not work Contrition, 
She can erect a bloody Inquiſition; 

A dreadful Place of Cruelty and Blood, 

Whoſe Torments ſcarcely can be underſtood 3 - 


138 A Dialogue between an old Apoſtate, 
A loathſome Dungeon, and vile ſtinking Cell, 

A Place of Darkneſs repreſenting Hell, 

Where nothing, is ſo plentiful as Tears, 

And bitter Sighs, and yet can find no Ears, 

To hear their Cries and lamentable Moans, 

Nor Mearts to pity them for all their Groans 3 
Where many tedious Days and Nights they ſpend, 
Not knowing when their Sufferir.gs will have end. 
If ſuch like Arguments, Sir, will confute 

A Heretick, the Papiſts may diſpute (never 


With all the World; nay, Heathen. Rome could: 


Come nigh a Papiſt with their beſt Endeavour. 
Oh! it is &2ms that is that Scarlet Whore, 
Which thus doth hate and perſecute the Poor, 
And all which are unto the Truth inclin'd, 

To ſerve the Lord with a moſt perfect Mind. 
Upon her Hand alſo S. John did ſee, 

Was writ the curſed Name of Blaſphemy ; 
Setting herſelf in God's Imperial Throne, 
Saying, I am, beſides me there is none. 

I have the Keys of Heaven in my Hand ; 

Both Earth and Hell are at my on Command. 

I ut and open unto whom I pleaſe, 

I Torments give to ſome, to others Eaſe. 

Lo, thus God's facred Word doth paint her forth ; 
And this is ſhe, there's none in all the Earth 

Did ever make adventure to lay Claim 

To that pre%mptuous and blaſphemous Name, 
As Kings of Heaven, Earth, and Hell, but ſhe ;: 


Therefore, Ames Church muſt the vile Strumpet be. 


Apoſtate. 


Sir, ſpeak no more, forbear your ſland'rous Lyes, 


Our holy Church ſuch murd'rous Acts defies. 
1o not believe all Stories that you hear, 
"Tis hard for you to make cheſe Things appear. 
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Profeſſor. 

Theſe Things are not, Sir, in a Corner done, 
Beſides, I never yet have heard of one 

That is for you, or ſtandeth on your Side, 
Who by juſt Proof ever this Thing deny'd : 
Beſides, *twas late ſome of theſe Cruelties, 
Murder and Blood, and barb'rous I ragedies 
Were done and acted, ſome alive now be, 

Who with their Eyes theſe Villanies did ſee. 
About the Year, dear Sir, of fifty five, 

Rome did a bloody Maſſacre contrive 

Near unto France, the Dukedom of Savvy, 
Who thirty thouſand Souls ſhe did. deſtroy, 
Who were commanded, without Delays, 
Papiſts to turn, and that within three Days ; 
Who for refuſing, were then preſently 

Put unto Death with babarous Cruelty. 

Some with ſharp Spears thruſt tho' the privy Parts, 
Whilſt others ſtabbed were unto their Heart. 
Some Bades they cut in Peices, others roaſted, 
And ſome upon the Tops of Spears they tofled : 
Virgins were raviſhed, Widows and Wives 
Were barbarouſly deprived of their Lives. 

Two hundred thouſand Prote/tants, or more, 
Were Maſlacred by this vile Bloody Whore. 

In Ireland, there's many now alive, 

Who faw what"kinds of Death they did contrive, 
By which ſome of their dear Relations then 
Were tortur'd by thoſe bloody .cruel Men. 


How can you, Sir, theſe Things i'th' leaſt deny, 


Which are ſo obvious to ev'ry Eye? 
Apoſtate. 

Youth, 'tis the Faith of Roman Cathz/icks, 

Thus far to deal with al! vile Hereticks, 


Yet 
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Yet 'twas Rebellion too, fay what you will. 
For which the Church did many Thouſands kill. 
To Magiſtrates they diſobedient were, 
And therefore they juſt Puniſhment did bear. 
Profeſſor. 
Peter ard Jabn they Rebels were alſo, 


By the fame Argument Which uſe you do. 


To M: agiſtrates they did refuſe to bend, 
Whercin they knew they ſhould the Lord offend : 
In Civil Things they alſo did ſubmit, 

And preach'd alſo, it was a Thing moſt fi, 

In T hings which unto Man do appertain, 

But Chriſt o'er Conſcience ought alone to reign : 
Ev'n ſo theſe Martyrs bear an upright Mind 
Unto their Prince, and ever were inclin'd 

In all juft Things obedient for to be, 

Yet did ſtand up for Chriſt his Sov'reignty ; 

And were reſolv'd, in Matters of their Faith; 

To worſhip God as holy Scripture faith ; 


And tho” your Church doth put the Poor to Death; 


It's from the Devil ſuch curſt Laws caine forth. 
Tares with the Wheat ſhall grow unto the End, 
Until God's pleas d the Reapers for to ſend. 

It was from Satan, I don't doubt 1th' leaſt, 

For he did give unto this bloody Beaſt 


Hs Pow'r and Seat, and his Authority, 


For to effect all curſed Villany. 
Apoſtate. 

Teer were ſome Evil Perſons, without doubt, 
Who crept into the Church, that workt about 
Such murd rous Deeds the Church doth not allow, 
But utterly againſt them doth avow. 

Proſeſſor. 

The ſilly "OY and evil Cardinal, 

With Biſhops Monks, and Fryars, you lo call, 


* 
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With fiery Jeſuits, for to be brief, 3 
In all theſe murd'rous Acts theſe were the Chief. 
Falſe Pardons, Bulls, and curſed Diſpenſations, 
From b'oody Rome, has ruin'd many Nations: 
We know now clearly how to bring our Charge, 
As I couid ſhow, but that I can't enlarge. 

| Apoſtate 

I know not how, Sir, farther to excuſe 
The Holy Church, your put me in a Mute ; 

But ſhe's more kind, and gentle grown of late, 
And doth ſuch Cruelties defy and hate. 
Prefeſſar. 

Rome to a wolf, may titly be compar d, 
Who whilſt againſt his Will is Guite debarr'd 
From fleeing of his Prey, being ty'd in Chains, 
Seems very peaceable, though he remains 
A Wolf in Nature ſtill, if ever he 
At any Rate can get his Liberty : 

So Rome ſeems kind and gentle, until ſhe 

Can find again an Opportunity; 

Which with unwearied Pains, and often Trial, 

She ever ſeeks, and hardly taxes Denial: 

Which if ſhe once obtains, ſhe will not ſtay 

From ſhedding Blood, one Minute of a Day. 
 Apalate. 

It's a vain Thing with you for to contend, 

And therefore, I had rather make an End; 

It's out of Love I ſpeak, to have you leave 

Your evil Errors, ſpeedily to cleave 

Unto that Church whieh only can decide 

All Controverſies, even to divide 

The Truth from Error, Light from Darkneſs, fo 

That every one the ready way may go, 


But 
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But Youth, conſider once again, I pray, 
The Troubles of a new approaching Day: 
For fore Amazements will you overtake, 
Unleſs you do your Purpoſes forſake. 
If once our Church the Day obtains, be ſure, 
You Hereticks muſt down, and riſe no more. 
Let former Strokes of Juſtice take ſuch Place, 
As for to move you wiſely to embrace 
Such Counſel, which in tender Love I give, 
And you in Safety evermore may live : 
Or you'll repent that ever you begun 
Such dangerous Ways of N to run. 
It's a dark, doleful, dangerous Pace you go, 
Recant therefore, as many others do. 

1 Profeſſor. 

You may miſtake, ſometimes the Waters flow, 

Yet, on a ſudden, I obferve them low. 

A Human may maliciouſly deviſe 

Poor Mardecai, and others to furprize ; 

Yet may his Purpoſes meet with a Blaſt, 

And he, himſelf, be hanged too at laſt, 
Such Ways to Papi/ts wholly are untrod, 

And unto all who Haters are of God. 
Such Ways ſeem dark to you untrod, uneven, 
Hard to the Fleſh, yet 'tis the Way to Heaven; 
I've a ſure Hand to lead my trembling Paces, 
And 'ſcape the Danger of thoſe dreadtul Places: 
I ſhall paſs ſaſe by Means of my bleſt Guide, 
Tho thouſands fall by me on ev'ry ſide. 

For to run back wculd prove a doleful Fault, 


I think upon the Monument ot Salt. 


T am reſolv'd a thouſand Deaths to die, 
Before I'll ever yield to Pspery. 


Apoſtate. 


Apoflate. 

Thou art too ſtrict, too righteous, and preciſe, 
Thou ſlight'ſt ſuch Things as prudent Men do prize : 
T hou may'ſt have Chriſt, Pleaſures, and Honour too, 
And ſaved be without half this ado. 

Alas! there's very few are of your Mind, 
Who unto Rome are not at all inclin'd. 
Profeſſor. 

You do condemn me for a holy Life, 
Wherein, 'tis true, I meet with Straits and Strife 
But when, dear Sir, you come at length to die, 
You'll blame yourſelf, and me you'll juſtify. 

Did ever any on a dying Bed 

Lament that they were by God's Spirit led, 
To crucify their Sins, and undertake 

All Things to leave, for the Lord Jeſus fake ? 
If Righteous ones, alas ! ſcarce faved are, 

It greatly doth behove me to take Care 

In Holineſs to walk, whatc'er you ſay, 

I from the Paths of Life will never ſtray. 

The Way I know is rough, tis hard and ſtrait, 
And leads me alla through a thorny Gate; 
Whoſe ſcratching Pricks are very ſharp and fell, 
The May to Heaven is by the Gates of Hell. 
Your Way, it's true, ſeems very plain and wide, 
Since you from Chriſt have turned quite aſide. 
My Paths ſeem long, your's ſhort, and very fair, 
Free from all Rubs and Snares; Sir, beware, 
The ſafeſt Path is not always moſt even, 

The Muy to Hell's like to a jeeming Heaven. 

Or ſhall the promis'd Crown of endleis Life 
Be judg'd a "Trifle, and not worth a *trie; 
And ſhall I then be ſtartled with a Frow 1 
When full aſſur'd of an eternal Crown? 


The 
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144 4 Dialouge between an old Apoſtate, 


The Strife which doth an holy Life attend, 

Will recompenſed be, I'm ſure, i' th* End, 

I wil! goon, fince Jeſus doth invite me, 

His Strength is mine, and nothing ſhall affright me: 
Apzſtate. | 


Ido perceive you are reſolved to run, 


In your ſtrict Ways, until you are undone: 

Yet hear a little, what I have to ſpeak, 

And vou will find it's beſt for you to take 

Such Counſel as I gave; for you'll eſpy 

Great Ruin fall upon you ſuddenly. 

Your Father will not own you for his Son, 

If in this fooliſh Strictneſs you go on 3 

His F ace expect hereafter not to ſec, 

Tf his your Purpoſe, and your Pleaſure be. 
Profeſſor. 

If Father, Mother, and dear Brethren too 

Forſake me quite, yet ſtill well I do know 

My precious Savour will my Soul Embrace, 

And I ſhall ſee ſweet Smiles of his dear Face: 

Myſelf, and my Relations, altho' dear, 


1 dodeny ; ſuch is the Love I bear 


My deareſt Lord, whoſe Servant now am], 
And do reſolve to be until I die. 
Come Life, come Death, for Canaan I'll endeavour, 
It is my Home, and Reſting- place for ever, 
Better it is that earthly Friends abuſe me, 
Than that Chriſt Jeſus ſhould at laſt refuſe me. 
I'd rather bear my Father's Wrath and Ire, 
T han tobe caſt into eternal Fire. 

| Apoſtate. 
Fie, fie, young Man, forbear, and take advice, 
Let not hot Zeal thy fancy thus entice. 
For to refuſe thoſe pleaſant 'T hiiys which you 
May here enjoy, as many others do: 
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Its much too ſoon for thee to mind ſuch Things, 
For nought but Grief and Dotage from it ſprings : 
'Twill dull thy Wit, and make me like a Drone, 
And thov'lt be lighted too by every one. 
How mighr'| thou live at Eaſe, and Pleaſure find, 
If once theſe Ways thou would'ſt reſolve to mind ? 
And ſpend thy Days in Pleaſure ſweet and rare. 
I prithee Youth, conſider , O take carc, 
And chear thy Heart, behold now in thy Sight 
What earthly Joys moſt ſweetly do invite. | 
Pro gor. 
Young, it is true, I am, and in my Prime, 
And do reſolve for to improve my Time. 
Shall Satan have the Primeſt of my Days, 
And put off Chriſt, with baſe and vile Delays, 
Until Old Age, and then, at laſt preſent | 
My Dregs of Time to Him? I'll not conſent. 
To ſuch vile Thoughts, I will not lend an Ear, 
I to my Saviour more Aﬀection bear. 
More precious Joy I find in my dear Lord, 
Than all this World doth, yea, or can afford. 
J am lighted for Chriſt Jeſus ſake, 
And judg'd a Fool, or Drone, yet I can take 
All for him, who for me hath undergone 
More Shame than this, beſore his Work was done. 
Now is my chuſing Time I have made Choice, 
Gad's Word I will obey, and hear his Voice. 
Your Counſel I abhor : Shall luſtful Fire 
Be kindl'd in my Breaſt ? Shall my Defire 
Run out again to Ægypt's curſed Stuff, 
I know tis nought, of it I have enough. 
| Apoſtate 
Alas | the Journey's long, you'll wearied be, 
And faint before that Kingdom you do ſee. 


G Praſeſſor. 


146 4 Dialogue between an old * 


Profeſſor. 
Nay, Sir, be filent, that is falſe, for I 
By Faith the Land moſt clearly do eſpy. 
But is the Journey lorg? Blame me no more, 
Betimes i' th* Morning I ſet out thereſore. 
Why did'ſt ihou ſay it was too ſoon for me 
For to ſet out, if long the Journey be ? 
] do reſolve, in Youth, with Speed to ſtrive, 
Left I too late at laſt ſhould there arrive. 
Whilſt Strength and Youth do laſt, i'll bend my Mind 
To travel hard, becauſ- I clearly find, 
Old Age and Limbs are quickly out of Caſe 
Togo a Journey, and to run a Race. 
Alas ! when Night is ready to come in, 
That's not a Time this Journey to begin. 
When Sun, and Moon, and Stars all dark ned be; 
And Clouds return, that we no Light can fee ; 
When Rain and Tempeſt do mot fore appear, 
And th' Keepers of the Houſe all trembling are - 
When the ſtrong Men themſelves are forc'd to bow, 
And Grinders ceale alſo, becauſe that now 
They ate but few, and ready to fall out; 
And thoſe thro' Windows, which do lock about, 
Are become dim, nay dark ned, without Light; 
The Doors too in the Street are ſhut up quite, 


When Fears increaſe, in Thoughts of what's not high, 


Fears in the Way, and Fears tor what is nigh : 
When flouriſh ſhall the Almond-Tree alſo, 

The Graſhopper ſhall be a Burden too: 

When looſed is the precious Silver Cord, 

And Golden Bow! is broken, as we've heard: 

When the weak Pitcher's at the fountain broke, 
And the Wheel at th' Ciſtern wi ha heavy Stroke: 
When Deſire fails, and there, alas! is none, 

What will ſuch do who hart this Race begun Be- 
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and a young Profeſſor. -” Bay 
Beſides, 'tis clear, my Days uncertain be, 
Old Age, alas! I may not live to ſee. 
It doth concern me then with all my Power, 
For to improve each Day, yea, ev'ry Hour: 
For Days to come, I ſee, may not be mine, 
My Time I') ſpend not as thou ſpendeſt thine : 
My Weights ll caſt away, this Race to run; 
Stand ſtill I muſt not, nor with thee return : 
I muſt provide me Oyl, get Grace in ſtore, 
For, e er a While, I ſhall be ſeen no more 
This Side the Grave; I haſt, therefore, to meet 
The glorious Judge, at the great Judgment-Seat. 
I muſt be ſwift, make haſt like to the Sun, 5 
Leſt that my Work's to do, when Time is done. 
. Aßpoſtate 

To you, young Man, I have declared much 
Of the ſad Danger, bo; your Zeal is ſuch, 
Nought that A ſay, with you takes any place; 
You don't believe me, that's the very Caſe. 
But what's the Reaſon, Youth, ſo many folks 
Decline thoſe Paths in which you ſeem to walk 2 
Were Ways of your ſtrict Holineſs fo ſweet, 
They, in this ſort, would never back retreat ? 
I did reſolve, with others, for to try, 
And find you all deceived utterly : 
I Your whole Religion's nought but meer Conceit ; 
Let none therefore thy Soul with Fancies cheat. 
dome there be daily do your Ways forſake, 
Be thou advis'd, and other Counſel take. * 

Profeſſor. 

If thouſands fall away, it is no more 
Than what the Scripture ſhews was heretofore. 
Thouſands of ON from #gypt did adventure, 
And yet but two of them did Canaan enter. 
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Profeſſor. 
Nay, Sir, be filent, that is falſe, for I 
By Faith the Land moſt clearly do eſpy. 
But is the Journey long? Blame me no more, 
Betimes i' th* Morning ] ſet out thereſore. 
Why did'ſt thou ſay it was too ſoon for me 
For to ſet out, if long the Journey be? 
I] do reſolve, in Youth, with Speed to ſtrive, 
Left I too late at laſt ſhould there arrive. 
Whilſt Strength and Youth do laſt, ill bend my Mind 
To travel hard, becauſ- [clearly find: 
Old Age and Limbs are quickly out of Caſe 
Togo a Journey, and io run a Race. 
Alas ! when Night is ready to come in, 
That's not a Time this Journey to begin. 
When Sun, and Moon, and Stars all dark' ned be; 
And Clouds return, that we no Light can fee ; 
When Rain and I cmpeſt do moſt fore appear, 
And th' Keepers of the Houſe all trembling are. 


When the ſtrong Men themſelves are forc'd to bow, 


And Grinders ceale alſo, becauſe that now 

They ate but few, and ready to fall out; 
And thofe thro' Windows, which do luok about, 
Are become dim, nay dark ned, without Light; 
The Doors too in the Street are oY up quite. 
When Fears increaſe, in Thoughts of what's not high, 
Fears in the Way, and Fcars tor what i3 nigh : 
When flouriſh ſhall the Almond-Tree alſo, 

The Graſhopper ſhall be a Burden too: 

When looſed is the precious Silver Cord, 

And Golden Bowl is broken, as we've heard: 
When the weak Pitcher's at the fountain broke, 
And the Wheel at th' Ciſtern wi ha heavy Stroke: 
When Deſire fails, and there, alas! is none, 


What will ſuch do who hart this Race begun Be- 
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Beſides, tis clear, my Days uncertain be, 
Old Age, alas! I may not live to ſee. 
It doth concern me then with all my Power, 
For to improve each Day, yea, ev'ry Hour: 
For Days to come, I ſee, may not be mine, 
My Time T'!! ſpend not as thou ſpendeſt thine : 
My Weights Ill caſt away, this Race to run; 
Stand ſtill I muſt not, nor with thee return : 
I muſt provide me Oyl, get Grace in ſtore, 
For, e er a while, I ſhall be ſeen no more 
This Side the Grave; I haſt, therefore, to meet 
The ghorious Judge, at the great Judgment-Seat. 
I muſt be ſwift, make haſt like to the Sun, 
Leſt that my Work's to do, when T ime is done. 

Apoſtate . 

To you, young Man, I have declared much 
Of the ſad Danger, bo; your Zeal is ſuch, 
Nought that I ſay, with you takes any place 
You don't believe me, that's the very Caſe. 
But what's the Reaſon, Youth, ſo many folks 
Decline thoſe Paths in which you feem to walk 2 
Were Ways of your ſtrict Holineſs ſo ſweet, 
They, in this ſort, would never back retreat ? 

I did reſolve, with others, for to try, 

And find you all deceived utterly : 

Your while Religion's nought but meer Conceit ; 
Let none therefore thy Soul with Fancies cheat. 
Some there be daily do your Ways forſake, 

Be thou advis'd, and other Counſel take. 

Profeſſor. 

If thouſands fall away, it is no more 
Than what the Scripture ſnews was heretofore. 
Thouſands of ON from #ygyprt did adventure, 
And yet but two of them C d Canaan enter. 
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148 A Dialogue between a» old Apoſtate, 
They never had of Chriſt a ſaving Taſte, 
Who quite away their ſeeming Hopes do caſt. 
Put what of this? Shall 1 my Lord der y, 
Fecauſe that you ſome Hypocrites efpy ? 
Thoſe who do murmur in the Wilderneſs, 
The Land of Promiſe never ſhall poſſeſs. 
Put If they will the precious Lord tevobe, 
Shall Tfrom thence, reſolve to flip the Yoke ; 
Becauſe they don't the glorious Lord believe, 
Shall Caleb think the Land he capn't receive ? 
Becauſe ſo many walk i th* Way to Hell, 
thall I conclude that Heaven don't excel 
The Vain Enjoyments of an evil World? 
Or, ſhall with Fancies thus along be hurld ! 
Lecauſe that Judas did for thirty pence 

Lell his dear Lord, ſhall I conclude from thence 
Peter a Fool, who priz'd his Saviour fo, 
Who, for his Sake, all Things would undergo ! 
If Mariners, unſkill'd in Navigation, : 
Are ſplit on Rocks ſhall all then in the Nation, 
Who have that cutious Art, refolve therefore 
Never to uſe the Art of Sailing more? 
Beaule the Sluggard ſees the Winds to blow, 
The Rain deſcet-ling, with cold Hail and Snow, 
Hedoth give o'er, ſays, he no longer will 
Reman 1* i} Field, his barren Land to till; 


Shall faithful Huſbandmen, from the like Ground, 


Who have oft-times by good Experience found, 
Without they Sow, no Harveſt they can have, 
Reſolve their painful Labours quite to leave? 


He that won't plow, becauſe o' th Snow and Rain, 


| Shall beg at Harveſt, and ſhall not obtain: 
So in like ſort, to mind my preſent Caſe, 
*Cauſe Perſons void of God's true ſaving Grace 


Apoſtatize 


Apoſtatize, as you yourſelf have done, 
Muſt I to th' Dev with you headlong run? 
Cauſe ſome Proſeſſors ſecretly do love 


dome baſe Corruptions, doth this therefore prove 


There's none ſincere for God on all the Earth, 
Whoſe Souls experience do the ſecond Birth; 
I, for my part, through Grace have this to {:y, 
J never ſhall, nor can I fall away: 
All thoſe whom God hath unto Jeſus given, 
They never can be diſpoſſeſs d of Heaven: 

IT be Promiſe of eternal Life is theirs, 

And they, like Iſaac, even ſo are Heirs, 

Who could not miſs, nor diſpoſſeſſed be, 
Unleſs God's Word's made a meer Nullity : 
God's Covenant with Chriſt doth ſtand, 

Who can ſupply our Wants on ev'ry Hand : 
Sin ſhall not reign, ſuch is our happy Caſe, 


We are not under th' Law, but under Grace: 


This Covenant is not like to the Old, 
We of a furer Perſon now have hold, 
Our Credit's nothing worth, our Surety 


Is in our Room, our Wants he muſt ſupply. 
Beſides all this, I'il hint another Thing, 


Which to my Soul doth much Refreſnment bring; 


He that's the Author of my Faith I ſoy, 

Will quickly finiſh it aſſuredly. 

He that in me has this good Work begun, 

Will perfect it alſo, e're he has done. 

Within God's Saints eternal Life doth dwell ; 
This would remove the Doubt, confider'd well. 
Thoſe unto whom eternal Life is given, 


How can it be that they ſhould miſs of Heaven? 


And now to obviate, 'tis my Intent, 
Sir, if you pleaſe, to ſhow one Argument: 


G 3 
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I 50 A Dialogue between an old Apoſtate, 


If the New Creature in the Soul of Men 
Is of God's Spirit born, I argue then, 
Tie ſame in Nature it muſt ſurely be, 
Which cannot Death, or like Mutation ſce, - 
But that *tis of God's Spirit born, is clear, 
As Jahn the Third doth make moſt plain appear. 
The Seed alſo doth in their Soul remain, 
They cannot fin to Death, who're born again. 
God's Fear, moreover, is ſo in their Heart, 
That they from him ſhall never More depart. e 
Thus is my Standing very firm and ſure, 
And to the End I know I ſhall endure. 
And as for ihofe who fall away and die, 
I ſhall diſcover clearly by and by, 
What kind of Men and Women they are all, 
Which will hold forth the Cauſe too of their Fall. 
Ap ſkate. g 
Moſt confident I do perceive you ate, 
Diunte at nothing, yet pray let me hear 
Thoſe Perſons Names, which you did laſtly meet 
Who finally reſolved to retreat, 
Ard leave thoſe Parts which you ſeem to commend, 
Come, ſpeak to this, and he will make an End. 
ah 
Sir, unto me it doth moſt plain appear, 
As if they Cowards and Faint-Hearted were 
And in them all doth reign ſome curſed Evil, 
W hic; makes them to conform unto the Devil. 
Aps/late. 
As you ſuppoſe, but pray Youth havea Care, 
For they fincere and ſober People are: 
And I do queſtion whether yea, or nay, 
Thou do'ſt them know, what further haſt to ſay ? 
en. 
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Proſſer. 

T told you, Sir, I knew them very well, 
And ſince you urge me, I reſolve to tell 
What kind of Folks they are, and alſo ſhall _ 
Their Names deſcover unto great and ſmall 
Maſter Fearfu! was one that I did ſee, 
Wich him was good'y Senſualtty; 
With my Dame Miſbelief, and Goodman Outſide. 
Who turn'd from Chriſt as ſoon as they were try'd. . 
One Unbelieſ, a very wicked Man, 
Turn him out of his way there's no one can. 
Beſides them, alſo there's one Earthly Heart, 
Nothing he loves ſo well as Plow and Cart: 
Alſo there's Eſau Faint- Heart, moſt Prophane, 
Who ſells his Birth- right Pottage to obtain; 
With Belly God, a Man whom I do find, 
Fleſh Pots and Onions he doth chiefly mind. 
There's Miſtrefs Diſcontent too with the reſt, 
That would have nought but what ſhe liked beſt: 
Maſter Hot-Love ſoon Cold alſo was there; 
Lately for Zeal few with him could compare: 
There' s[/>mael Legal Heart in Truth alſo, 
For when Troubles ariſe, he ſtraight will go. 
And Maſter Balaam, who doth Jeſus leave, 
The Wages of Unrighteouſneſs to have. 
Some People alſo I have lately met, 
That were with Sin moſt eafily beſet. 
A Gentleman I alſo did behold, 


His Trade was Great, and ſtore he had of Gold, 


He's going back, with Sorrow, I do know, 7 
Becauſe he can't have Chriſt and the World too. 
One Maſter Atheiſt, that I think's his Name, 

To clear yourſelf, deny it if you can. 
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152 A Dialogue between an old Apoſtate, 
No marvel you do play the Devil's Part, 

In lab'ring thus for to deceive my Heart, 

And blind mine Eyes, if that thou kneweſt how, 
Thou'dſt make me like thy ſelf; and therefore now 
Jam reſolved with thee to engage, 

Who ſtriv'd to ſtop me in my Pilgrimage. 

Some Stones I think to fetch out of God's Book, 
Tho' like Geliah you do ſeem to look, 

Yet in his Name whom you ſo much defy, 

I ſhall prevail againſt you by and by. | 

I thought, I muſt confeſs, ſome Years ago, 

I ſhould not in the leaſt been ſtopt by you; 

Or that I ſhould have met with Oppoſition : 
From ſuch a Foe, to add to my Afflictien : 

But ſince this is my ſad unhappy Fate, 

II add a Line or too to vindicate 

The dreadful God, ſo far as lies in me, 

I'll vindicate that glorious Deity ; 

Who in my Soul his Image fo has ſet, 

That I his glorious Being can't forget: 

Shall he who form'd both Heaven and the Earth, 
From whom I have my precious Life and Birth, 
Be trod upon, nay, utterly deny'd ? 

W hat then can ſuch a ſinful Wretch abide ; 

Who ſtrives at once, if that you could it do, 
The Life of all Religion to o'erthrow ? 
Haſt thou got ought to ſpeak ? And wilt thou enter 
On the Debate? Yea, durſt thou to adventure 
To open thy Mouth, 1'th' leaſt, for to defend, 
"F hot Thoughts of thine, which clearly do aſcend 
From Hell beneath? Thou'lt prove thy ſelf thereby, 
The Devil's Friend, Jehovah s Enemy. 


Apoſtate. 
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|  Apoſlate. | 

You childiſh Lad, do ſt think I am afraid 
For to declare myſelf ; or am diſmay'd 
By ſilly Dreams and Fancies, which affright 
Thoſe Simple ones, Who dare not wake at Night; 
Who ſtartle at a Shadow which they ſee, 

And think the Devil's near when 'tis a Tree? 
And fince I do perceive you underſtand 
What my Opinion is, I do demand, 
How you can prove, and fully make appear, 
There is a God, for none at all I fear. 
No God nor Devil I at all believe, 
Nor is there any Heaven, to receive 
The Souls of holy Men, when they do die; 
Nor is there any Hell of Miſery | 
For Sinners after Death, as you conceit; 
All is nought elſe but a religious Cheat. 

EL Proſeſſor. 

Dare you your Maker thus with Impudence 
Deny and tread upon, ſuch Inſolence Ke. 
What Soul can bear? What Age can ſhew the like! 
Where ſo much Light hath been? Shall Mortals ſtrike 
At th@ great God, and glorious Deity ? 

W hoſe dreadful Being, and Exiſtency 

The Heathen did find out, and greatly fear, 
His God-Head did to me moſt plain appear 
By the Creation: Man, as in a Glaſs, 
May there behold who his Creator was. 
It's Time to arm myſelf, and look about, 
When by an Ather/t I am challeng'd out; 
If once I ſhould unto an Atherf yield, 
And treacherouſly always quit the Field, 
The ſtrongeſt Rule of "Truth betray ſthoutd: 
Into the Hands of its worſt Enemy ; 
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And ſhould unman myſelf of Chri/tan ton, 
And my dear Soul of Reaſon overthrow : 
I ſhould debaſe myKelf, ſhould I deny 
My Noble Birth from the great Deity. 
Man chiefeſ Glory ſprings from's ſupreme Head, 
In his Deſcent from him who made, and bred, 
And brought him forth, and doth his Life maintain; 
From hence Man doth his cheifeſt Honour gain. 
It's Power Divine that Man doth Greaten thus, 
As to Create him King of the Univerſe. 
For Man to ſay, he came by Hap or Chance, 
As tis a Peice of wilful 'gnorance ; 
Himfelf alſo he doth deſpoſe thereby, 
From his own Honour, and rare Dignity ; 
And vile Contempt upon himſelf doth bring, 
As well as Dirt upon that Eſſence fling, 
Who form d his Soul, and gave to him his Breath, 
Making him Ruler here to all the Earth. 
You do demand, how I can make appear 
There is # God ; attend, and now give Ear, 
Weigh well my Arguments and Reaſon ſound, 
And let not Satan more your Soul confound, 
And Reaſcn quite deſtroy, as he has done, 
Leſt to the Devil you do head-long run. 
Apoſtate 

Before you do proceed, this Vou muſt know, 

If you a God do think to prove, or ſhow ; 
Be ſure of this, Young Man, it muſt not be 
By Scripture Proofs, for its Authority 
I do deny, and cannot it believe, 0 
You never ſhall that Way my Heart deceive ; 
The Knowledge which you Supernat'ral call, 
Is a meer Cheat, I mind it not at all. 


Profeſſor. 


and a young Pro 
Profeſſor. 
T hough ſupernat'ral Knowledge you deſpiſe, 
Counting God's holy Word to be but Lyes, 
-I briefly ſhall ftand up in its Deſence, 
And ſhew your Pride and curſed Inſolence'; 
T hat all may love God's Word, prize it, and ſee 
Its Worth And weight, and its Authority 
Tobe Divine, and by Tehovah given, 
To lead poor Souls in the right way to Heaven. 
One Thing of you i' th' firſt place I demand, 
Pray let me kr ow, and fully underſtand, 
When this ſuppoſed Cheat did firſt commence, 
And in what Part o' th' World bring Evidence. 
Aeypt ſtands mute, faith, it commenc'd not there, 
Nor did the Jeꝛus invent it, that's as clear. 
Ask all the Heathens too, in every Age, 
If their Philoſophers brought it on th Stage. 
If you can find it out, and bring't to Ligh:, _ 
Or elſe confeſs your Darkneſs worſe than Night, 
It's ſtrange that ſuch an univerſal Cheat | 
Should be thus put upon the World, and yet 
No one can ſee who did the ſame deviſe, 1 
Nor how, nor when the ſame at firſt did riſe; 
Since all the World ſtands ſilent, and is mute, 
- This might a Period put to the Diſpute. 
But, Secondly, I argue once again, 
There's none of them who do ſo much Aldein 
The holy Scriptures, who juſt Proofs could bring 
To ſhew i' th' leaſt they were a forged Thing: 
If none can them diſprove, O then, ſay I, 
What Ground have you the Scriptures to deny ? ? 
The <criptures alſo, I obſerve, have been 
Strapgely preſerved, by a Power unſeen, 
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In ev'ry Age kept both in Word and Senſe 

From ſecret Fraud, and open Violence. 

The beaſt iy Clergy of the Church of Rome, 
Through whoſe Hand unto us the Seriptures come, 
Be guilty of moſt vile Abomination, 

As ever was Committed in a Nation; 
They fay the Pope himſelf may change the Laws 
Of th' Holy Goſpel, as himſelf ſees Cauſe; 

And make the Senle of Scriptures to agree 

With Times and Place, as he moſt fit doth ſee. 
How free thoſe ſacrilegious Monſters were 

Had G04 admitted) to extinguiſh clear 

The Holy Scriptures, and put out their Light, 
And fill'd the World with an eternal Night ? 

But we may ice, altho' it made its Way 
Lee” thoſe muddy Channels, yet have they 
Been ſtill kept pure, and ſtill remain a Law, 


I o keep moſt Men, but bloody Popes in Awe: 


Now if againſt ſo many Enemies, 

Who us'd all Means the Devil could deviſe 

T*obliterate this Soul-informing Word, 

It was preſerv'd, but not by humane Sword: 

How dare you, Sir, preſume for to deny 

Its bleſſed and divine Authority ? | 

Another Ground of Reaſon I ſhall urge, 

Proving God's Word Divine, as I do judge, 

*T is taken from that Influence they have 

Upon their Hearts whom God intends to fave ; 

It turns them from the curſed Way of Sin, 

Which once they loved, and delighted in. 

It brings them out of Darkneſs into Liglit, 

Yea, and diſcovers Jefus to their Sight. 

The glorious Power which God did afford 
Always to thoſe who ſtood up in his Word, 
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Moft clearly ſhews, methinks, to ev'ry Eye, | 
The Scripture's true, and their Authority 
To be Divine, whatever you may ſay, 
I cannot give this Argument away. 
How have they deen ſupported in the Flames? 
Which, as it did perpetuate their Names, 
So God thereby did ſtir up Ten for One, 
T o ſtand up for his Word when they were gone. 
Would'ſt thou an. Inſtance have, I could give two; 
And ten Times twenty more, if that would do: 
But if I ſhould, I'm ſure I ſhould tranſgreſs, 
And over-charge the Appendix and the Preſs : 
And therefore I will add one Reaſon more, 
To prove God's Word Divine, and ſo give o'er. 
How has the Scripture made the Ather/? quake, 
And all his Limbs with dreadful Horror ſhake 
When on a Dead-Bed they have come to lie, 
T heir Conſcience waking in their Face did fly : 
Tho!” in their Health they did it much deſpiſe, 
And did affirm it was made up with Lyes: 
Yet has it made them howl, at laſt and eh, 
We are undone to all Eternity. 
It was like to the Writing on the Wall, 
Which did foretel Prophane Belſhazzar” Fall: 
Which was ſo terrible, yea, and ſo ſtrange, 
It wrought amongſt them a moſt ſudden Change. 
Their Mirth and Jollity doth earneſtly deſire 
To hear it read, nought then would ſerve his Turn 
But an Interpreter; his Heart did burn, 
His trembling Knees beat one againſt another, 
As if his Joints were looſed from each other, 
do thoſe who won't confeſs Fehovah's Name 
Are forced. to own him to their utter Shame, 
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And thoſe that will not of God's Word allow, 

By Conſcience are oblig'd to ſtoop thereto. 

Now, if the Scriptures cannot be gain-faid, 

Methinks each Soul fhould be exceeding fraid 

How they contemn that glorious Deity, 

Whom they ſo clearly. ſhew and maꝑuify. 

But to leave this a little, and deſcend 

Unto Man's Reaſon, which you ſo commend : 

How many Heathens did alone thereby 

Find out, dear Sir, God's glorious Majeſty ? 

If you your Reaſon did but exerciſe, 

From Atheiſm, doubtleſs, you might riſe. 
Apoftate. 

Among the Heathen, Youth, were Men of Fame, 

Who for their Skill in Nature, had the Name 

Above all others, which did quite deny ; 

There was a God, or ſuch a Deity. 

' Profeſſor. 
Your Epicurus, and old Ari/totle, 

With T heodorus, Bion, and the Rabble 

Of ſuch like Atheiſts, I muſt grant to you, 

Deny d there was a God, as Stories ſhew. 

Philoſophy is good, but Men abuſe it, 

If they do like thoſe Heathen Authors uſe it. 

God doth ſometimes Men's Reaſon darken quite, 

For not improving of the Means of Light. ; 

But tho? theſe natural Sots could not eſpy, 

By all their Skill, the Eternal Deity ; - 

Yet many thouſand Heathens, I may ſhow, 

By Nature's Light alane did come to know 

There was a God; they ſearched fo about 

Into his Works, they found his God-head cut ; 
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For when they gave themſelves up ſeriouſly 
To ſtudy Nature's Books, and come to pry 
Into the Cauſe of all Things here on Earth, 
And their Effects, did clearly ſee the Birth, 
Or firſt Original of every Thing, 
From ſuch an Eſſence to defend, or ſpring ; 
The very Novices in Nature's School 
May ſoon convince that Man to be a Fool, 
Who the Creator's Glory can't deſcern, 
The Being of that dreadful Sovereign, | 
Who did them form and make, for ev'ry where 
His gloridus God-head they do all declare. 
Had I but Time, I could ſome Pages ful, 
To ſhew to you how that Man's Reaſon will 
Teach him there is a God'; for if he mind 
'The Nature of his Soul, this he might find. 
Man's Soul is like a Spring, or like to Fire, 
It reſteth not aloft, but doth aſpire : 
And unto Noah's Dove i'll it compare: 
God is the Ark, Soul's Reſt alone is there. 
The Fleſh dams up the Spring, quenches Deſire, 
Keeps out o th* Ark to whichit would retire. * 
But to conclude, this no Man can diſown, 
God by his Judgments daily is made known. 
What ſad Examples daily do we hear, 
Of Wrath and Vengeance almoſt every where? 
dome Drunkards and Blaſphemers ſtruct down dead. 
And others with ſtrange Judgments tortured. 
Oh ! Cry to God, if peradventure he | 
May give you Grace, whereby your Soul may ſee 
Your heinous Sin, that ſo you may repent, 
And turn to God, before your Days are ſpent, 


Atoſtate. 
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Apoſtate 

I muſt confeſs I know not what to ſay, 
If there's a God, then curſed be the Day 
That ever I was born; for I do know, 
He rever unto me will Mercy ſhow. 
I now reſolve to open my condition, 
Tho' all's in vain; for their is no Contrition 
Will do me good, I utterly am loſt, 
For I have finn'd againſt the Holy Ghoſt : 
O that there was no God ! for then ſhould I 
Be like the Beaſt whene're | come to die. 
No Reft nor Ccmfort ever ſhall I find; 
Curs d be the Day that ever I declin d 
From theſe good Ways in which, dear Youth, you go 
Or ever I did God or Jefus know: | 
For if I had not know them, it is clear, 
My Sins would not ſo heinous now appear. 
O! That I were in Hell, for then ſhould I 
Soon ſee the Worſt of my Extremity | 
Thou ſhalt, dear Youth, for ever happy be, 
For thou art choſen from Eternity 
To be an Heir of that eternal Bliſs ;* 
But I, alas! am pain'd, What Wo is this ? 
For Satan, with his gliſt'ring Golden Ball, 
Hath me deceiv'd ; and now I ſee my Fall 
It is ſo bad, no Tongue can it expreſs, 
My woful Pain is quite Remedileſs, | 
T he Checks of Conſcience I did greatly ſlight, 
And loved Darkneſs, greatly hated Light : 
Yea, and of God I never lov d to hear, , 
Though I of him had Hints oft-times moſt clear: 
And now Will he my Soul to peices tear 
And make me his eternal Vengeance bear. 
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Let all Backſliders of me Werning take, 
Before thay fall into the Scygian Lake; 
Yea, and return, and make with God their Peace, 
Before the Days of Grace and Mercy ceaſe ; 
For mine are paſt for ever. O ! condole 
My fad Eſtate and miſerable Soul. 

My Days will quickly end, and I muſt lie 
Broiling! in Flames to all Eternity. 
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